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Like  eternal,  ancient  Indian  wise  men 

Stunning  green,  orange  and  white 
Solitary,  yet  loud,  powerful,  yet  meek 
Sitting,  watching  over  everything,  forever 
Sweet  Grass  Hills 
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Joel  King 

Heritage  Christian  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

That  Cellar 

I remember  that  cellar 
At  my  grandma's 
In  a  little  town  called 
Salmon,  Idaho. 
It  was  like  a  cave  that  has 
No  opening. 
That  musty  smell 
I'll  never  forget. 
There  were  canned  peaches 
And  every  other  fruit 
You  could  name. 
There  were  cobwebs 
All  over  the  place. 
It  was  like  white  roads 
For  little  spiders. 
But  there  is  still  one  thing 
I  remember... 
Those  canned  fruits 
Still  tasted  like  new. 


Tar  a  Leigh  Koyle 

St.  Ignatius  High  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  11 

The  Cowboy  Way 

The  chill  of  the  morning  wavers 

as  the  sun  climbs  over  the  ridge. 

The  cowboys  take  their  pick  of  the  remuda 

and  proceed  to  take  off  the  edge. 

The  creakin'  of  leather  and  the  jinglin'  of  spurs 
cuts  through  the  cool  dawn  air. 
The  snorts  of  the  horses  as  they  stomp  their  hooves 
would  be  more  than  most  men  could  bear. 

This  isn't  the  breed  of  cowboy 

who  tries  to  hold  on  for  eight 

but  the  kind  who  knows  his  job's  not  done 

until  the  last  cow  is  through  the  gate. 

This  breed  of  cowboy  knows  what  he  wants 

he's  tough  and  full  of  pride 

he  keeps  the  ol'  pony  movin'  slow 

but  knows  when  he  needs  to  ride. 

When  it's  finally  the  end  of  the  day 
and  the  sun  is  sinking  low 
He  knows  he'd  never  want  to  do  anything 
but  what  he's  doing  now. 


Artwork  by 

Prudence  Hulman 

Huntley  Project  Elem 
Worden  -  Grade  6 
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Kim  McGuirl 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  12 


I  could  never  see 
Grandma's  house 
over  the  narrow, 
graveled  hill. 
I'd  stretch  my  neck, 
strain  my  eyes  over 
towering,  gilded  wheat, 
where  sun  glazed  amber. 
Wind  blew  the  sweetness 
of  emerald  clovers, 
re-born  earth,  wild, 
road-side  gardens 
dancing  with  light-haired  corn. 
Long  irrigation  ditches 
interspersed  with  thick, 
chartreuse  willows 
pointed  me  the  way 
to  her  cottage,  blanketed 
by  holy  love  and  sweets. 
Then  I  never  wanted  to  leave. 
But  memories  like 
peacock  feathers 
dip  in  streams, 
fly  past  blonde  corn, 
roll  by  hills  of  golden  wheat, 
where  I  lock  them 
in  my  heart. 


Artwork  by 

Jennifer  Suckow 

Harlowton  H.S. 
Harlowton  -  Grade  12 


■ 
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Fergus  High  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  12 


Tyler  West 

Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  6 

The  Battle 

One  frost  bitten  morning,  as  the  fleeced  white  snow  was  soaring  to  the  ground  like 
feathers,  a  deer  appeared  in  the  fog.  The  giant  graceful  whitetail  trotted  over  the 
valley  leaving  perfectly  shaped  tracks  deep  in  the  glossy  snow.  Being  in  the  middle 
of  the  rutt,  it  was  dangerous  to  walk  into  an  open  field,  and  the  thing  he  didn't  know  was 
that  only  ten  yards  away  the  fierce  leader  of  the  herd  saw  the  whitetail  near  his  does  and 
the  fire  in  his  eyes  became  scorching  hot!  The  fearless  leader  charged  toward  the  innocent 
whitetail  with  the  fury  in  his  body  boiling  hot,  but  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  the  whitetail 
leaped  out  of  its  raging  path,  and  the  battle  began.  The  thundering  of  the  antlers  like  the  jet 
of  an  airplane  could  be  heard  all  over  the  valley.  The  great  fighters  carried  on  with  the 
battle.  The  end  was  near,  for  the  leader  was  weakening  to  the  bone.  The  opposing  whitetail 
knew  the  leader  was  weak,  so  he  fired  up  all  the  power  he  had  left  and  charged  at  him  and 
right  there  and  then,  he  became  the  new  leader  of  the  herd.  He  trotted  back  to  the  herd, 
leaving  the  cold  soul  of  his  dead  opponent  behind. 
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Courtney  L.  Hanson 

Glasgow  Middle  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  6  ' 


As  Funny  As  A  Joke! 


Have  you  ever  had  a  horse  slide  across  your  driveway?  Probably  not,  right.  Well,  I  have.  This  is  what 
happened.  Stetson  is  our  horse.  He's  four  now,  but  he  was  just  a  cute  little  bay  colt  the  color  of  a 
gingerbread  cookie  when  this  funny  thing  happened.  He  had  big  brown  eyes  like  his  mother's, 
black  and  white  socks,  a  black  frizzy  tail,  a  mane  that  stuck  up  like  the  bristles  of  a  broom,  and  a  white 
stripe  down  the  center  of  his  head.  He  was  very  gentle  then,  but  now  he  is  as  feisty  as  a  donkey. 

My  friend  and  I  were  riding  on  his  mother  and  another  mare.  Stetson  was  following  us  like  a  lost 
puppy.  He  was  fooling  around  and  didn't  see  us  go  to  the  other  side  of  the  house.  It  probably  seemed  like 
we  were  a  race  track  away.  When  we  stopped  to  wait  for  him,  he  still  hadn't  noticed  we  were  gone! 

He  finally  came  running  around  the  house,  and  to  our  surprise,  he  was  going  as  fast  as  a  speeding 

bullet!  We  had  never  seen  him  go  that  fast  before.  We  couldn't  stop 
him  even  though  we  longed  to.  We  knew  there  was  a  slippery 
driveway  coming  up,  but  he  didn't!  Before  we  could  have 
even  tried  to  stop  him  he  had  already  started  to  slip. 

He  fell,  made  a  high  shrill,  and  slid  across  the 
driveway  and  about  five  feet  onto  the  grass.  It  all 
went  so  fast,  it  was  almost  like  I  didn't  see  it! 
There  was  even  a  mark  on  the  grass.  We  burst 
out  laughing  when  we  knew  he  wasn't  hurt.  It 
was  hilarious!  We  just  couldn't  help  laughing.  He 
just  lay  there  helplessly  and  confused  as  a  lost 
child.  He  looked  like  he  was  never  going  to  get  up 
again,  but  when  he  did,  he  was  determined. 

He  stood  up  and  started  running  around  the 
house  again.  We  had  no  idea  what  was  going  on, 
but  whatever  it  was,  we  knew  it  was  going  to  be 
good.  We  thought  he  was  crazy.  It  was  like  he 
was  trying  to  tell  us  that  it  wasn't  funny.  When  he  got  close  enough  to  hear  his  little  feet 
hitting  the  soft  green  grass,  he  stopped  at  an  abrupt  halt. 

He  walked  happily  across  the  driveway  like  a  stuck-up  brat.  We  were  so  surprised,  we  didn't  expect 
that  in  a  million  years.  It  was  a  perfect  day  for  a  laugh,  and  we  sure  got  one!  I  don't  think  he  will  ever 
forget  that  day.  I  know  I  sure  won't! 


Artwork  by 
Jennifer  Riei 

South  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  5 


Tanner  Rasmuessen 

Rau  Elementary 
Sidney  -  Grade  2 

Yellowstone  Park 

Elk  grazing 
Buffalo  grunting 
Pine  Trees 

Water  from  a  waterfall 
The  breeze  of  the  wind 
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Megan  J.  Burgmuller 

Daly  Elementary 
Hamilton  -  Grade  2 

The 

Dog  Story 

Once  upon  a  time  there 
was  a  dog  named 
Shadow.  Shadow  was  a 
very  playful  dog;  he  probably 
wouldn't  have  fought  for  his  life. 
He  had  many  dog  friends:  Bob, 
Woody,  Rosie,  Tiffany,  Nicky, 
Raggs,  Maxx,  Cedar,  Keela, 
Shep,  Schraz,  Dreyfuss,  Paddy, 
Whitetail,  and  also  Bandito,  the 
horse.  Of  course,  he  also  had 
many  human  friends,  and  he 
even  tried  to  make  friends  with 
dogs  who  weren't  nice!  Out  of  all 
of  his  friends,  his  best  buddy  was 
Schraz.  Schraz  was  just  a  puppy, 
so  he  didn't  know  how  to  swim 
yet.  But  Shadow  could  swim  very 
well,  so  one  day  Shadow  decided 
he'd  just  be  "the  dad"  or  swim- 
ming teacher  of  Schraz.  Off  he  went  to 

Schraz's  house  and  called,  "Schraz!  Let's  go  to  your  pond  and  go  swimming!" 
"But  I  don't  know  how  to  swim!"  said  Schraz. 
"Well,  I'll  teach  you,"  said  Shadow. 
But  Schraz  said,  "I'm  too  scared  to  go  in  the  water." 
"Why?"  asked  Shadow. 

"Because  I'm  afraid  of  drowning  and  I  want  to  know  if  it's  cold.  Is  it?" 

"Well,  no,"  answered  Shadow,  "not  after  you  get  used  to  it." 

"Well,"  said  Schraz,  "I'll  go  wading  and  you  can  swim."  % 

"Sounds  like  a  pretty  good  idea,"  said  Shadow.  But  Shadow  ended  up  standing  in  the  water  the  whole  time  barking  and  trying  to 
get  him  to  swim,  and  Schraz  just  kept  saying,  "NO,  NO,  no,  no,  no,  no,  nooooo...!"  Shadow  just  kept  on  barking  until  his  owner  called 
him  home. 

After  many  days  of  barking  and  "No!"  Schraz  finally  went  in  the  water  and  liked  it  very  much!  He  thanked  Shadow  for  teaching  him. 

The  next  day,  Shadow  said,  "Now  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  Bandito.  He's  my  horse  buddy.  We  play  tug-of-war  with  his  big  ball. 
Maybe  he'll  let  you  play  with  us!" 

"Do  you  think  he  will,  Shadow?" 

"I  think  so!"  said  Shadow. 

"Well,  what  are  we  waiting  for?"  asked  Schraz. 

"Let's  go!"  yelled  Shadow,  and  they  ran  beside  each  other  all  the  way  to  Bendito's  fence.  They  played  three  tug-of-war  games  until 
Shadow  suddenly  dropped  the  ball  and  said,  "I  see  Dreyfuss,  Paddy,  and  Whitetail!" 
"Yay!"  shouted  Schraz,  also  dropping  the  ball. 
"I  won!"  exclaimed  Bandito. 

"Oh,  no,  you  didn't,"  said  Shadow.  "We're  going  to  go  see  our  friends.  Bye!" 

Bob  also  came  over  to  see  the  three  visitors.  Shadow  whispered  to  Schraz,  "He  can't  swim  because  he  eats  too  many  biscuits!" 

"Wow,"  said  Schraz,  "he  must  eat  a  lot!" 

"He  sometimes  gets  nine  every  day!"  said  Shadow. 

"I  have  noticed  that  he  is  a  little  chubby!"  shouted  Schraz. 

"Shhhhh..."  said  Shadow,  "don't  let  Bob  hear  you!" 

"Oh,  I'm  sorry,"  said  Schraz.  Shadow,  Schraz,  Bob,  Dreyfuss,  Paddy  and  Whitetail  played  and  played  all  day  until  dark,  and  then 
everybody  went  home  to  dinner. 

Shadow  and  Schraz  loved  to  celebrate  holidays  together.  One  St.  Patrick's  Day  they  saw  a  rainbow!  Shadow  said  to  Schraz,  "Let's 
go  look  for  a  pot  of  gold. " 

"All  righty,"  said  Schraz.  "Let's  go!"  They  walked  mile  after  mile,  and  of  course,  they  never  found  that  pot  of  gold.  They  came 
home,  not  a  wag,  but  a  whimper. 

One  day,  Shadow  had  to  go  to  Ragg's  and  Maxx's  house  for  two  weeks  because  his  owners  were  going  away  on  a  trip.  Shadow 
ran  to  say  goodbye  to  all  of  his  friends.  Shadow  was  very  sad  to  be  away  from  Schraz  for  two  whole  weeks,  but  he  did  have  a  good 
time  with  Raggs  and  Maxx.  The  best  time  of  all,  though,  was  when  his  owner  came  and  took  him  home!  On  the  day  Shadow  came 
home,  he  and  Schraz  invited  all  the  dogs  they  knew  and  liked  over  for  a  neighborhood  party!  There  were  tons  of  dogs  shouting, 
"Welcome  back!" 

Shadow  answered,  "Thank  you,  thank  you!!"  Shadow  was  the  happiest  dog  of  all  because  he  was  home  with  the  friends  he  loved. 
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Jessica  Nicole  Holden 

Orchard  School 
Billings  -  Grade  2 

Cats  Are  Like  That 

Cats  are  black,  cats  are  white, 

Cats  are  rather  small  and  bright. 

They  don't  like  things  thrown  in  their  faces. 

They  like  to  pounce  from  all  their  places. 

They  sit  on  the  fence  and  whack  at  the  flies, 

While  waiting  and  waiting  for  the  moon  to  rise. 

There  are  cats,  there  are  kittens, 

And  they  really,  really  don't  need  mittens. 

There's  many,  many  kinds  of  cats 

If  I  had  time,  I'd  tell  you  that. 

I  could  tell  you  a  lot,  lot  more 

But  the  cats  just  went  out  the  door. 


Artwork  by 

Marissa  Lynn  Bronowski 

Bigfork  Elementary 
Bigfork  -  Grade  3 


Jay  Pilgrim 

Swan  River  School 
Bigfork  -  Grade  7 

The  River  and  Scannon 

The  river  is  our  carrier. 
Our  dog  Scannon,  a  big,  black  bear. 
Scannon,  our  protector,  is  like  a  well  guarded  gate 

A  mad  river  is  like  an  angry  spirit. 
A  calm  river,  a  relaxing  day. 

Scannon  is  like  a  wolf. 
Scannon  a  fierce  hunter,  like  a  bear. 

The  river  current  is  strong  arms  pulling  you  under. 
Rocky  rivers  are  giant  grinders  awaiting  you. 


A  bellowing  river  is  like  a  drowning  deer  mouse, 

gasping  for  air. 
Underwater  life  is  as  intricate  as  a  jigsaw  puzzle 
The  Missouri  River  is  a  piece  of  our  life. 


Scannon,  a  woods  prowler. 
Scannon,  a  part  of  us. 


Artwork  by 
Brad  J.  Sturm 

Bissell  School 
Whitefish  -  Grade  8 
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Katie  Baltrusch 

Laurel  High  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  10 


The  Backyard  Swing 


I  remember  - 
The  circle  of  wood 
A  long  rough  rope 
Those  tall  green  trees. 
And  when  I  could 
I'd  swing  on  hopes 
For  dreams  fly  free. 
I  remember  - 
Dad's  gentle  speech 
He'd  pull  awhile 
Until  I  - 

Then  out  of  reach. 
With  freedom's  smile 
Had  swung  too  high. 
I  remember  - 
The  day  I  swung 
Over  the  river. 
Mother,  at  last 
Held  her  tongue 
Now  I  was  "bigger". 
Childhood  past? 
I  remember  - 
Moving  away 
The  swings  alone 
Just  hanging  down 
That  lonely  day; 
Leaving  "home" 
The  niche  I'd  found. 
Will  I  remember 
The  way  Dad  now 
Must  jump  to  reach  me? 
For  soon  I 
(Not  knowing  how 
He  set  me  free) 
Will  swing  too  high 


Artwork  by 
Tanya  Burt 

Central  School 
Helena  -  Grade  1 
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Artwork  by 

Amie  Groninger 

Stevensville  Elem 
Stevensville  -  Grade  4 


Sheepy  Poem 


Mesha  Leckie 

Beartooth  School 
Billings  -  Grade  6 


Young  sheep  old  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
Soft  wooled  sheep  coarse  wool  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
Crossbred  sheep  pure  breed  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
Sheared  sheep  woolly  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
Fat  sheep  skinny  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
Stupid  sheep  smart  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
Tall  sheep  short  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
My  sheep  your  sheep 
Anyway  you  got  a  sheep 
I  got  a  sheep  I  got  a  sheep  I  got  a  sheep 
Hey  Hey  Hey 


Chelsea  Bissell 

Morning  Star  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 


The  River 

Rippling  running  water,  rushing 

over  rocks.  Juggling  little  pebbles 

sparkling  in  the  daylight. 

Little  fish  jumping  high 

into  the  air,  soaring  until  gravity 

pulls  them  down. 

Reflections  of  a  colorful  sunset 

appear  stalled  against  the  moving  water. 

As  I  sit  and  listen  to  the  river, 

memories  of  long  summer  days 

float  on  by. 


Artworltby 
Jessica  Smith 

Kennedy  Elem 
Butte  -  Grade  3 
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Spencer  Tracy 

Cornelius  Hedges  Elementary 
Kalispell  -  Grade  3 


Why  Parakeets  Have  Curved  Beaks 

Long  ago,  in  the  Great  Land  of  Magic,  set  with  many  miles  of  green,  there  was  a  very  old,  old  wizard 
jvith  a  very  big,  big  problem.  You  see,  this  wizard  was  a  parakeet,  and  this  parakeet  had  a  very 
sharp  beak.  So  sharp,  that  whenever  he  pecked  at  something,  whatever  he  pecked  at  would  break. 
So  first,  he  tried  to  drink  a  magic  potion  that  would  make  his  beak  not  so  sharp.  But,  he  forgot  the 
limburger  cheese  and  it  didn't  work.  Next,  he  went  to  a  blacksmith  to  see  if  he  could  have  his  beak  ground 
down,  but  it  was  too  sharp  and  it  broke  the  grinder.  Then,  he  took  two  hammers  and  tried  to  smash  his 
beak  off,  but  he  just  couldn't  do  it. 

He  finally  retired  wizardry  because  he  had  broken  everything  he  owned.  He  became  a  local  jack- 
hammer  for  the  building  company  and  just  pounded  dirt.  Life  was  good  for  the  parakeet  because  each 
time  he  pecked  the  dirt,  he  would  usually  find  a  worm,  and  hey,  the  job  paid  well.  He  led  a  happy  life  and 
got  a  new  birdhouse. 

One  day  he  was  pounding  some  metal  and  it  was  hard  metal,  too.  The  metal  was  steel,  so  each  time 
he  pecked  at  it,  his  beak  would  curve.  It  curved,  and  curved,  and  curved,  and  when  he  was  done  his  beak 
had  curved  so  much  that  it  wasn't  a  problem  any  more. 

He  took  his  old  job  back  because  he  couldn't  pound  dirt  any  more.  He  was  happy  about  this,  as  he 
was  fit  for  being  a  wizard.  Ever  since  that  day,  all  parakeets  have  had  curved  beaks,  thanks  to  the  para- 
keet wizard. 
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Keeley  Love 

Columbia  Falls  Junior  High 
Columbia  Falls  -  Grade  8 

Two  Different  Worlds  In  One 

Sunlight  filters  through  the  water,  making 

shadows  on  fish  and  other  sea  life. 
With  jewellike  eyes  and  glistening  scales, 
colorful  creatures  glide  through  the  warm  sea  water, 
their  bodies  so  bursting  with  color  on  this  sun-filled  morning 
in  the  Micronesian  waters. 
Coral  on  the  bottom  of  the  sea  teems  with  life, 
soaking  up  the  sunshine  and  water. 
White,  soft  beaches  have  sand  so  fine  it's  like  the 
water  itself. 
Palm  trees  whisper  in  the  soft  breeze,  and 
beautiful  tropical  flowers  reach  their  dainty 

faces  toward  the  sun. 
A  parrot  looks  out  on  this  peaceful  scene. 

At  the  same  time  in  northwest  Montana,  a  mule  deer 
trudges  through  the  deep,  powdery  snow  and  tries  to  dig  up 
some  frozen  shrubs  to  satisfy  his  hunger. 
The  sun  is  going  down,  and  the  pink-orange  winter  sky 
against  the  sparkling  white  mountains  is  beautiful. 
The  mountains  look  like  strawberries  with  the  ends 
dipped  in  powdered  sugar. 
The  deer  lingers,  scanning  his  domain;  then  he 
remembers  that  he  must  find  food,  for  it  is  winter  now.  He  can  feel  the 
cold  sting  in  his  eyes  and  his 
nose  is  running  and  wet. 
He  trudges  on,  to  search  for  his  evening  meal. 
Somewhere  higher  on  the  mountain,  a  raven  calls. 
He  is  sitting  in  a  subalpine  fir,  and  he  looks  out  on  the  breathtaking  trees, 
their  branches  tipped  with  sparkling  snow. 
Off  he  flies,  thinking  about  where  he  will  sleep  on  this  clear, 
frigid  day  in  the  wintertime. 
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Tina  Thomas 

Clinton  Elementary 
Clinton  -  Grade  8 

Davey 

Ti  he  sun  was  leached  from  the  sky  by  the  slowly  sinking  drop  of  red  spilling  over  the  mountain.  In  a  last 
dramatic  sweep,  the  curtains  of  the  night  enveloped  the  decreasing  shades  of  radical  reds,  scarlet,  and 
various  tints  of  maroon.  That's  when  the  cold  set  in  and  the  finality  of  winter  became  apparent. 
As  I  made  my  way  home,  the  brittle  snow  cackling  underfoot,  I  became  aware  of  an  evil  presence  as  if  the 
trees  were  listening,  looming  overhead,  drinking  in  my  every  thought.  Now,  weary  of  the  darkness,  my  mind 
began  to  swim,  frantically  searching  for  the  cause  of  my  distress.  It  seemed  as  though  the  night  were  looking 
inward  laughing,  torturing  my  soul. 

I  felt  myself  stop,  but  my  body  was  that  of  another.  Somewhere  in  the  distance  a  train  whistle  blew, 
sending  its  call  off  the  mountain  and  hurtling  it  toward  the  other  side  of  the  small  valley,  where  it  was  faintly 
revived  and  sent  rolling  back  to  its  source. 

My  mind  floated  back  to  an  earlier  time.  Remembrance 
brought  him  back,  his  large  green  eyes  hidden  behind  that 
shaggy  red  hair,  the  grin  that  showed  his  missing  front  teeth. 
Davey  was  only  six,  but  he  was  pretty  smart;  he  could  read 
when  he  was  five,  but  he  couldn't  get  the  hang  of  writing  yet. 
He  almost  looked  real  with  his  fair  skin  and  freckled  face. 
Davey's  hand  was  nestled  in  mine;  I  could  feel  the  warmth 
against  my  palm.  The  day  was  hot  and  humid;  I  could  even 
hear  Mom  discussing  the  hourly  wages  with  the  new  baby- 
sitter in  the  kitchen. 

Ever  since  Dad  left.  Mom  had  to  hold  down  two  jobs  to 
keep  the  house,  and  she  was  hardly  ever  home. 

Davey  and  I  were  sitting  in  the  playroom,  but  we  made  our 
way  out  of  the  room  and  down  the  cream-colored  hall  when  we 
heard  Mom  say,  "You  guys  be  good  for  Amy,"  while  she  grabbed 
her  purse,  kissed  our  foreheads,  and  walked  out  the  door. 

Amy,  the  new  baby-sitter,  was  standing  in  the  kitchen 
calling  "goodbye"  until  Mom  was  gone.  Then  she  made  a  mad 
dash  for  the  phone.  As  quickly  and  quietly  as  we  possibly 
could,  we  tiptoed  to  the  back  door,  hardly  listening  to  the 
conversation. 

The  backyard's  grass  was  long  and  ankle-deep  on  Davey, 
but  he  didn't  seem  to  mind.  He  was  too  excited.  I,  too,  could 
feel  the  old  anxiety  of  disobeying.  All  around  the  yard  were 
flimsy  old  planks  Dad  had  put  together  and  called  a  fence.  But 
there  were  certain  qualities  a  fence  has  that  those  moldy  green 
boards  never  had.  The  purpose  this  "fence"  had  was  to  keep 
Davey  and  me  from  playing  on  the  railroad  tracks  when  Mom 
and  Dad  were  gone. 

It  was  put  up  when  I  was  little  and  Davey  wasn't  even  born  yet,  but  now  that  I  was  older  and  taller,  I 
could  unlatch  the  latch  easily. 

I  remember  reaching  up  and  putting  my  hand  on  the  latch,  but  then  there  I  was  again;  it  was  dark,  cold, 
and  eerie;  and  I  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  snowy  field  on  my  tippy  toes  reaching  for  nothing  with  one 
gloved  hand. 

"No!"  I  cried,  "Don't  do  it!" 

In  my  time  of  anger  I  looked  to  the  heavens,  but  found  only  the  stars  and  the  deep,  endless  blackness. 

"I  hope  you're  happy,"  I  screamed,  more  to  myself  than  the  night,  reaching  down  and  swiping  a  handful 
of  powdery  snow  and  slinging  it  upward  hoping  to  hit  God.  Instead,  the  flowery  crystals  hung  in  the  air, 
catching  the  light  and  presenting  a  peaceful  and  stunning  array  of  colors. 

I  knew  then  what  I  was  about  to  uncontrollably  do.  The  air  was  thicker  somehow  and  nothing  seemed 
clear,  but  I  found  myself  running,  running  past  the  fateful  skeletons  of  the  long-forgotten  birch  trees  toward 
the  tracks. 


; . ;  ^^^^^^^ 

Artwork  by 
Lindsay  Tudor 

Helena  H.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  10 
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Addie  Harbin 

St.  Ignatius  High  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  12 

Bedrooms 

The  blue  rug  ocean  licked  at  our  feet 
as  we  boarded  our  mattress  boats. 
We  brought  music  boxes  and  dolls 
and  they  floated  beside  us  on  a  piano  bench 
Once  in  a  while,  the  carpet  waves  would  get  rough 
and  the  stuffed  sharks  would  circle 
but  we  braved  the  ocean  blue 
and  floated  into  the  lamp  sunset. 

The  yellow  painted  walls  baked  us 
hotter  than  the  Sahara  sun. 
The  moss-green  carpet  waved  in  the  arid  breeze 
Our  My-Little-Ponies  made  their  long  trek 
across  the  vast  wasteland  of  bedroom  floor 
only  to  be  replaced  by  Barbies 
when  their  time  ran  out. 
Tiny  objects,  once  misplaced  in  tne  rug  grass, 
would  remain  hidden  forever, 
better  than  the  rarest  pirate  treasure 


Artwork  by 
Katie  Knauff 

Helena  M.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  6 


Artwork  by 

Paul  Dougherty 

Flathead  H.S. 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


Mackenzie  Bloom 

Lone  Rock  Elementary 
Stevensville  -  Grade  3 


When  I  sleep  out 
side  on  the  tramp 
I  hear  the  awk 
awk  bbbl  of  a  night 
hawk  the  wild  awk 
of  the  night  hawk 
takes  my  brain 
soaring  just  looking 
at  it  bends  my  ears 
the  sky  just  fills  my 
ears  up  with  all  the 
awk  awk  bbbl  of 
the  night  hawk. 


0  Si  9 

&  Ba  Kit* 


Anna  X.  Hubbard 

Hawthorne  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  3 


My  Brother  Be  Swift 

(Dedicated  to  my  two  and  one-half  year  old  brother  Leland) 

My  brother  be  swift  like  the  wind 

May  your  heart  be  strong  like  its  soft  downy  breeze 

When  it  cries  its  high  wheezing  cry 

My  brother  be  swift  like  the  wind 
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Katie  Cotton 

Anderson  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 

I  am  a  girl  who  loves  ice  skating 

I  wonder  what  the  world  will  be  like  in  100  years 

I  hear  the  phone  ringing  off  the  hook 

I  see  a  wonderful  future 

I  want  this  earth  to  be  clean 

I  am  a  girl  who  loves  ice  skating. 

I  pretend  that  I  am  a  famous  ice  skater 
I  feel  weird  when  no  one  is  around  me 
I  touch  my  ice  skate  like  a  blade  of  fire 
I  worry  when  I  die  and  go  to  heaven 
I  cry  when  someone  dies  that  I  LOVE 
I  am  a  girl  who  loves  ice  skating. 

I  understand  when  we  have  to  be  mean 
I  say  things  I  don't  mean  to  say 
I  dream  of  a  wonderful  life 
I  try  to  be  nice 

I  hope  that  everything  in  this  world  will  be  all  right 
I  am  a  girl  who  loves  ice  skating. 


Rebecca  Noell 

Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  7 

Recipe  for  a  Dream 

To  dream... 

You  don't  have  to 

Put  on  your  Sunday  best 

Pay  a  cent 

Or  even  close  your  eyes; 

To  dream... 

A  simple  thing 

You  need  only  to 

Turn  away  from  the  world 

Let  your  mind  wander 

And  think  about  something 

Very  important... 

Or  nothing  at  all. 


Artwork  by 
Jenny  Pervais 

Darby  Elem 
Darby  -  Grade  2 


Volume  6  •  Page  14 


1996  Signatures  from  Big  Sky 


Artwork  by 
Becky  Potts 

Helena  M.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  8 


t 


Darla  Lowe 

Target  Range  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 


"I  can't  write  no  pretty  poem" 

I  can't  write  no  pretty  poem 
I  can't  write  because  my  sun  is  down 
Hell  has  been  through  my  life 
Straight  through  and  out 
Scarring  my  heart  and 
leaving  tear  stains  on  my  cheek 
It  lifted  my  feet  and  set  me  in  the  graveyard, 

with  just  the  beat  of  my  heart 
It  took  my  body  home,  but  left  my  heart  there 
There  at  the  graveyard  with  my  mother 
I  can't  write  no  pretty  poem 
Hell  has  been  through  my  life. 


Volume  6  •  Page  15 


1996  Signatures  from  Big  Sky 


Melanie  Francis 

Somers  School 
Somers  -  Grade  8 

Father  Figure 

You  left  me  without  looking  back  - 
You  took  my  tears  in  stride. 
And  said  that  you'd  be  home  someday, 
But  I  should  have  known  that  you  lied. 

What  made  you  think  you  could  just  walk  away  - 
Leave  when  I  needed  you  most. 
Fading  in  and  out  of  my  life, 
As  if  you  were  a  ghost. 

Every  time  I  hear  your  voice 
I  don't  know  what  to  say. 
Should  I  tell  you  how  much  I  miss  you, 
Or  will  my  pride  get  in  the  way? 

How  dare  you  tell  me  you're  in  love! 
Aren't  I  good  enough  for  you? 
The  parts  I  play  in  your  life  - 
Are  they  too  little,  or  just  too  few? 

The  lonely  years  have  come  and  gone. 
You  still  owe  me  a  debt. 
Though  I've  learned  how  to  hide  my  tears, 
Did  you  truly  think  I'd  forget? 

This  burden  that  I  carry  'round 
Has  never  lacked  to  be. 
Though  only  now  do  I  realize 
How  dearly  I  wish  to  be  free. 

No  matter  what  may  happen,  ever, 
I  cannot  help  but  love 
The  distorted  figure  of  a  father 
To  whom  I  was  given  from  above. 

How  childlike  and  selfish  I  must  sound 
Though  I  had  to  get  it  all  out. 
Now  I  can  move  on  and  accept 
That's  all  life  is  about. 
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Keeley  ML  Scott 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 


History 


Dungeons  and  dragons, 
they  don't  mean  a  thing. 
What's  important  is  igloos 
and  hatchets  and  strings. 

It's  the  people  that  matter, 
like  me  and  like  you. 
History  is  happening, 
it's  like  the  earth's  glue. 


Artwork  by 
Ben  Coker 

PolsonH.S. 
Poison  -  Grade  9 
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Emily  Elison 

Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  6 

Why  I'm  Late  for  School 

Well,  you  see,  teacher,  this  morning  I  was  awakened  by  a  big,  burly,  hairy, 
stinky  old  caveman  (actually,  it  was  just  my  dad).  After  he  had  pulled  me  out 
of  my  bed,  he  pushed  me  down  a  raging  waterfall  (even  though  it  was  just  the 
steps).  When  I  managed  to  pull  myself  out  of  the  water,  I  found  that  I  was  in  a  deep 
canyon  with  five  strange  looking,  monkey-like  animals  (my  three  brothers  and  two 
sisters.)  They  were  eating  some  strange  concoction  of  wild  meat,  wild  nuts,  and  wild 
berries  (even  though  it  was  just  Frosted  Flakes  and  Lucky  Charms).  I  went  around  a 
boulder  and  found  myself  face  to  face  with  a  HUGE,  roaring  wildcat  (actually,  it  was  my 
baby  kitten).  I  found  a  deadly  weapon  lying  on  the  ground  next  to  me  (one  of  Mom's 
silver  spoons)  and  I  bravely  fought  off  the  savage  beast.  Just  when  I  thought  I  was  safe, 
a  lady,  well  I  think  it  was  a  lady,  came  through  the  trees.  She  was  wearing  some  really 
rad  pink  moccasins  with  bunny  faces  on  them.  She  left,  and  a  moment  later  came  back 
with  some  roaring  beast.  As  I  watched,  it  sucked  up  huge  boulders  and  tall  trees  and 
hard  stones.  (Actually,  it  was  just  lint  and  dust.)  Then  the  caveman  came  back,  and 
handed  me  a  big  brown  bomb.  I  looked  inside,  and  I  found:  an  apple,  a  juice  box,  and  a 
cheese  sandwich.  Then  they  tied  me  up  and  forced  me  on  to  a  crude  wooden  raft.  (It 
looked  a  lot  like  our  family  minivan.)  We  paddled  down  a  raging  river.  We  tossed  and 
turned  until  we  were  all  wet.  Then  we  came  to  an  ancient  Greek  temple.  The  caveman 
untied  me  and  placed  me  on  the  shore  beside  the  river.  I  cautiously  walked  inside  the 
temple,  and  found  myself  in  the  middle  of  our  English  class!  And  that's  why  I'm  late  for 
school. 


Billings  -  Grade  3 
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Artwork  by 

Brandy  French 

Helena  H.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  10 


Robyn  Wicks 

Poison  High  School 
Poison  -  Grade  1 1 

A  Space  In  Time 

There  lies  a  space  in  time 

When  enchantment  presents  itself 

In  our  hearts  and  minds 

Its  absence  we  never  miss 
Until  the  breath  it  whispers 
Of  eternal  blessed  bliss 

An  eversion  moves  in  our  souls 
Giving  existence  a  second  glance 
Purpose  a  sole  definition 

Angel  wings  brush  our  cheeks 
Skies  paint  themselves  blue 
Bitterness  silently  ceases 

Music  now  has  harmony 
Darkness  no  longer  plays  black 
A  flame  lit  by  this  beginning 

Shadows  can  silently  cast 
Upon  this  threadlike  faith 
And  uncertainty  reflects  itself 

No  love  is  as  serene  as  glass 
No  roads  without  bridges 
Confide  in  the  unforeseen  chance 

Some  moments  were  made  to  fly 
Their  lives  just  memories 
One  can't  grasp  a  receding  tide 

We  must  learn  to  set  free 

If  a  moonbeam  can  be  captured 

Its  light  will  shine  on  thee 

Only  those  let  go 

Will  hear  their  echoes 

And  find  passage  in  their  dreams 

There  lies  a  space  in  time 
When  two  spirits  float  as  one 
Dance  while  you  can. 
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Artwork:  by 

Luke  Michaelson 

Helena  H.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  10 


Danelle  Brester 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  1 1 


The  Phoenix 

A  gallant  creature  awakens 
stretching  stiffened  muscles 
digging  talons  into  earth. 

A  small  cry  releases  itself 
from  the  depths  of  her 
and  she  turns  tawny  eyes 
towards  the  Arabian  sky. 

Like  the  sun,  she  dawns 
climbing  high  above  the  trees 
to  escape  the  ashes  of  herself, 
rising  to  a  reign  of  brilliance 
and  beauty. 


Five  centuries  gone 

at  the  peak  of  her  power 

she  will  create  again  a  funeral  pyre, 

will  drown  her  cape  of  velvet  crimson 

and  lavish  golden  crown 

into  a  sea  of  fire. 

The  sun  at  last  within  the  west, 
her  death-bed  consumed, 
she  will  decline  in  darkness 
like  the  dying  of  the  day. 


Jared  Knowles 

Rossiter  School 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

The  Boy  and  Poverty 

Once  there  was  a  little  boy, 

He  stood  on  the  curb, 

Cap  in  hand, 

He  was  dressed  in  rags, 

Where  he  was  headed  I  did  not  know. 

He  played  in  the  cold, 

I  was  passing  by  when  I  heard  him  cry. 

He  was  very  sad 

And  was  not  bad; 

Then  I  thought... 

He  should  not  be  where  he  is  today. 
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Teal  Patten 

Cherry  Valley  School 
Poison  -  Grade  3 

The  Laughter  of  Water 

I  see  the  rain  that  splashes  through  the  clouds 
I  see  the  creek  that  trickles  over  the  rocks 
I  see  the  brook  that  slides  between  the  trees 
I  see  the  river  that  roars  through  the  woods 
I  see  the  lake  where  the  ripples  flow  smoothly 
downward 

I  see  the  ocean  that  rumbles  with  laughter 
I  see  the  ocean  flow  back  into  rivers 
I  see  the  rivers  flow  back  into  brooks 
I  see  the  brook  that  slowly  evaporates 
I  see  the  black  clouds  that  will  soon  rain  again 

You  see  waters  flow  on 
They  flow  again 
Waters  flow  on  again. 


Artwork  by 
Bekah  Adolph 

St.  Ignatius  M.S. 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  7 


Adina  Lewis 

Lincoln  Elementary 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  4 


The  3  R's 

Rain 

Ripples  along  the  window  sill. 
Reluctantly. 


■  ■ '  •      J  >*  ft  I 


LA 
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Fiona  McKinnon 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


ENVELOPE 

Tkhe  prisoner  held  the  envelope  between  his 
fingertips,  extending  his  arm  for  the  full 
effect.  He  studied  the  delicate  sketch  of  a 
pine  tree  intently,  then  reached  for  his  pencil  to  add 
another  detail.  With  a  curse,  he  violently  shoved  his 
chair  back  from  the  desk,  strode  the  three  feet 
across  the  cell  to  a  pencil  sharpener  mounted  on 
the  wall  beside  the  sink.  Two  quick  turns  of  the 
wrist,  then  the  stocky  man  re-crossed  the  narrow 
room  and  hiked  the  chair  underneath  him  with  a 
hand  reaching  between  his  knees.  Rubbing  at  the 
base  of  his  thick  neck,  he  grumbled  to  himself, 
"Needs  something." 

He  began  to  doodle  on  a  corner  of  the  envelope 
with  his  freshly-sharpened  pencil.  He  added  a 
curlicue  to  the  first  swirl  and,  inspired,  completed 
an  intricate  border  of  whirls  and  entwined  loops 
with  a  flourish  and  a  grunt  of  satisfaction. 

He  scowled,  his  pleasure  interrupted,  as  some- 
one cleared  his  throat  outside  the  barred  window  in 
the  cell  door.  He  got  up  and  moved  to  the  middle  of 
the  room  where  he  could  see  who  wanted  his 
attention.  From  there  he  could  make  out  a  middle- 
aged  man,  meticulously  clean  and  recently  shaved. 
His  orange,  zippered  jumpsuit — identical  to  that  of 
the  prisoner  inside  the  cell — was  spotless,  freshly 
pressed  with  starched  creases,  in  sharp  contrast 
with  the  prisoner's  stained,  wrinkled  attire.  His  face 
sagged  in  places;  his  worry  lines  ran  deep.  His  eyes, 
a  faded  cafe  au  lait  brown,  often  wandered,  unfo- 
cused. Only  his  jaw  retained  a  hardness,  a  firm, 
determined,  don't  get-in-my-way  set.  He  pulled  his 
eyes  up  to  the  window  in  the  door  and  found  the 
prisoner  waiting,  watching  him  suspiciously,  a 
caged  animal. 

"Need  an  envelope.  I've  got  some  cigarettes. 
Marlboros." 

"How  many  smokes?" 
"Three,  if  it's  good." 
"It's  good.  Four." 

"No.  Three."  He  removed  three  cigarettes  from  a 
pack  tucked  inside  his  jumpsuit  and  passed  them 
through  the  bars.  The  envelope  shot  out  from  under 
the  door  at  his  feet.  Somewhere,  a  whistle  blew  and 
he  quickened  his  pace — back  to  his  cell.  There  he 
sat  on  his  cot  and  held  the  envelope  up  to  the  light. 


The  tree  pleased  him,  and  his  eyes  wandered  as  he 
thought  of  trees  and  sunlight  and  birds — green 
grass! 

Pulling  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  from  the  manila 
folder  on  his  desk,  he  unscrewed  the  cap  from  his 
favorite  blue  pen,  sat  down  on  his  metal  folding 
chair,  smoothed  the  paper,  and  wrote: 

Dear  Dr.  Glenn: 

There  are  a  lot  of  things  to  get  used  to  here.  I 
have  a  great  deal  of  time  alone,  a  lot  of  time  to 
think.  I  never  used  to  get  this  kind  of  time — time  to 
myself,  when  nobody  needed  me,  nobody  wanted 
me.  Doctors  seldom  do — I'll  bet  you  don't.  Emer- 
gency room  docs  especially.  They're  the  cowboys  of 
the  medical  world,  the  rough  riders,  the  superhe- 
roes.  We're  in  charge  of  life  and  death  situations 
every  day.  No  wonder  we  come  to  think  we're  gods. 
We  have  to  make  decisions  no  mortal  should  face.  I 
can't  justify  myself;  I  don't  try.  I  just  recognize  that 
the  pressure  becomes  unbearable.  I  thought,  with 
such  power,  it  could  never  happen  to  me.  Of  all  the 
men  in  the  world,  I  should  have  known  better.  I  saw 
that  familiar  car  wreck  aftermath — the  warm  body 
of  that  beautiful  young  girl  on  the  pavement,  the 
ambulance,  the  bright  lights.  I  was  cool  and  calm, 
but  I  can't  wipe  the  slate  clean.  They  give  me  time 
to  think  in  this  rank  cell — years  to  endure  the 
stench  of  clogged  urinals,  the  collective  odor  of 
hundreds  of  sweating,  ignorant  men.  Grime  sneaks 
out  of  a  cranny,  into  a  corner,  self-perpetuates, 
takes  over.  I'll  not  give  up  this  battle.  I  know  the 
signs — unshaven,  unwashed,  unchanged,  repulsive, 
indifferent.  A  horrific  punishment.  These  twenty 
years  are  a  great  deal  less  than  I  deserve.  They 
can't  make  up  for  what  I  did.  I  would  give  my  life  if  I 
thought  it  would  do  anyone  any  good. 
Regards,  Mark  Fletcher 

*    *  * 

Dear  Dr.  Fletcher: 

Daddy's  told  me  you've  made  a  mistake  that's 
gotten  you  in  trouble.  I  think  of  you  quite  often. 
He's  told  me  that  you're  alone  for  days  on  end  and 
that  you  sometimes  spend  weeks  without  breathing 
fresh  air  or  seeing  the  sky.  I  don't  think  anyone 
deserves  this.  I'm  sending  you  a  feather  from  my 
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peacock  Suleyman's  tail.  Your  envelope  was  lovely. 
Best  wishes,  Charlotte  Glenn 

*  *  * 

Dear  Dr.  Glenn: 

It's  the  little  things  I  miss — the  things  I  took  for 
granted,  didn't  think  about.  The  insignificant  things 
turn  out  to  be  most  important.  I  often  think  of  how 
I  used  to  sit  in  my  children's  room  at  night  and 
watch  them  sleep.  More  often,  though,  I  think  of  all 
the  wasted  moments,  time  I  could  have  spent  with 
my  kids  and  my  wife.  So  often  I  avoided  them,  too 
overwhelmed  to  deal  with  their  needs,  their  de- 
mands, drained  by  intense  hours  at  the  hospital. 
Exhausted,  but  still  tense,  I  turned  to  scotch  to 
relax.  Powerful  and  exhilarated,  invincible,  I  drove 
the  back  roads  for  hours.  That's  how  it  happened. 
My  air  bag  ballooned  on  impact.  Her  fragile  body 
slammed  against  the  dash.  I  see  her  face  when  I 
think  of  my  children.  She  was  someone's  sleeping 
baby,  too.  He  will  never  watch  her  dream  at  night 
again  either. 

I  dream  of  wind,  of  warm,  gentle  breezes  and 
frigid,  violent  gusts.  I  dabble  my  fingers  in  quiet 
streams,  hear  the  roar  of  a  current  over  stones, 
splash  melted  glaciers  on  my  thirsting  body.  I'm 
blinded  by  the  lake's  reflection,  toasted  in  the 
sunlight.  I  smell  the  grass,  swipe  at  a  tickling  bug. 
A  tree's  cooling  shade.  No,  the  chill  of  stone,  artifi- 
cial light,  too  little  blanket,  a  musty  odor.  I  crave 
mountains  looming  in  the  distance,  but  can  see 
only  across  the  few  feet  of  open  cell  space.  Even 
outside,  the  exercise  quad  is  walled-in  asphalt.  Can 
surroundings,  pure,  physical  beauty,  matter  so 
much?  I  noticed  them  little  enough  before. 

The  envelope  is  for  Charlotte.  I  thought  she 
might  take  pleasure  in  the  fanciful  fairy.  Please  tell 
her  that  her  honesty  meant  a  lot  to  me.  Unfortu- 
nately, they  wouldn't  let  me  keep  the  peacock's 
feather. 

God  keep  you,  Mark  Fletcher 

*  *  * 

Dear  Dr.  Fletcher: 

The  last  envelope  was  beautiful,  like  a  flower 
goddess  or  a  tiny  nymph.  Do  you  draw  them?  A 
place  where  people  create  with  such  imagination 
and  feeling  can't  be  entirely  awful.  There  must  be 


good  people  there  too,  people  like  you.  Daddy  says 
you  have  a  son  and  a  little  girl  like  me.  They  must 
miss  you  terribly.  What  did  you  do  to  be  sent  away? 
How  will  you  be  their  daddy? 
Charlotte 

*    *  * 

The  prisoner  held  the  corner  of  the  card  be- 
tween the  precisely-manicured  thumb  and  forefin- 
ger, focusing,  with  an  effort,  on  the  black  and  white 
Ansel  Adams  photo  of  Yosemite's  Half  Dome.  She 
doesn't  know,  thinks  I'm  suffering  unjustly.  She's 
just  an  idealistic  child.  Who  am  I  to  disillusion  her? 
How  can  I  tell  her  that  her  delicate  images  are 
drawn  by  a  homicidal  brute?  How  can  I  tell  her  that 
I  watched  a  little  girl,  just  older  than  she,  die  on  the 
pavement,  needlessly?  How  can  I  explain  and  make 
it  sound  reasonable?  Bad  judgment,  sorry,  it  won't 
happen  again,  my  mistake?  It's  not  OK,  never  will 
be  again.  Should  I  be  completely  honest?  Will  I 
cleanse  my  soul  or  sully  hers? 

His  unfocused  eyes  left  the  card,  wandering 
again,  unfixed.  Pulling  them  back  to  his  desk,  he 
slid  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  from  his  manila  folder, 
set  his  jaw,  and  picked  up  his  blue  screw-top  pen 
to  write.  * 

Four  years  later,  his  dark  hair  streaked  with 
gray  but  still  cut  and  combed  just  so,  his  chin 
freshly  shaven,  his  eyes  faded  to  coffee-milk,  his 
orange  jumpsuit  stiff  with  starch,  he  sat  waiting  on 
his  cot.  His  body  was  taut  and  erect,  his  jaw  tense. 
The  note  had  come  that  morning — the  rounded 
printing  still  recognizable  in  the  slurred  scrawl.  He 
focused  his  eyes  on  the  brief  message.  She  had 
found  his  envelopes  while  packing  for  college.  The 
sketches  had  brought  back  the  pain  of  a  child's 
disillusionment.  She  could  take  the  bad  with  the 
good  now.  She  was  coming  to  terms  with  the  con- 
fused mix  of  hurt  and  compassion  she  had  pushed 
to  the  back  of  her  mind.  He  smiled  in  spite  of  his 
anxiety.  She  was  bringing  him  a  peacock  feather. 
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Shannon  Brady 

Malta  Elementary 
Malta  -  Grade  6 


Mon 


Montana  is  the  clear  blue  alpine  stream, 
Cascading  over  falls  as  if  a  dream. 

Montana  is  the  vast  exquisite  prairie, 
Shimmering  as  if  dusted  by  a  fairy. 

Montana  is  the  stately  snow-topped  peak, 
Beneath  which  the  strong  feel  small  and  meek. 

Montana  is  the  lustrous  crimson  sunrise, 
A  delectable  delight  to  any  eyes. 

Montana  is  the  fresh  new  dew  on  a  delicate  flower, 
A  teardrop  sparkling  in  the  early  morning  hour. 

Montana  is  the  fragile  many-hued  rainbow, 
Following  rain  that  makes  the  crops  grow. 

Montana  is  the  luminous  blue  sky. 
Looking  at  it  may  make  you  cry. 

Montana  is  the  new  baby  fawn. 
Awakening  early  with  the  dawn. 

Montana  is  the  pristine  mountain  lakes, 
With  one  bathe  they  could  cure  all  your  aches. 

Montana  is  the  tender  wild  huckleberries, 
Just  as  juicy  and  sweet  as  the  cherries. 

Montana  is  the  summer,  winter,  spring,  and  fall, 
Truly  Montana  is  the  best  place  of  all. 


Artwork  by 
Kate  Schwend 

Twin  Bridges  Schools 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  1 


Jennifer  M alley 

Darby  Elementary 
Darby  -  Grade  2 

My  Cold  Day 

My  cold  day  I  blew  on  the  window  and  I 
wrote  it  is  cold.  I  clapped  my  hands.  I  blew 
up  a  balloon.  I  slipped  and  slid  on  the  ice. 
I  cleaned  the  ice  by  rubbing  it  with  my  hand.  I  went 
to  slide  on  the  ice  again. 

I'll  get  to  plant  a  flower  in  the  spring.  The 
flower  will  grow  100  feet! 

Artwork  by 
Brandon  Clark 

Kennedy  Elem 
Butte  -  Grade  2 


i 


Volume  6  •  Page  24 


1996  Signatures  from  Big  Sky 


Tina  Sherwood 

Daly  Elementary 
Hamilton  -  Grade  4 


Snowflakes 

Sparkling  at 
Noon 
Outdoors 
White  and 
Flickering  like 
Lights 

As  they  fly  in  the  wind  like 
Kites 

Easy  in  the 
Silent  breeze. 


Artwork  by 
Sonya  Guffey 

Three  Forks  H.S. 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  12 


Cheree  Ramsey 

Heritage  Christian  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 


Watching  That  Day 

I  woke  up  that  morning 
with  a  sparkle  in  my  eye, 
because  yesterday  I  had  watched 
that  big  dark  sky. 
It  had  come  from  above 
with  a  big  heavy  thud. 
First  the  wind  began  to  blow, 
then  the  greatest  thing  of  all, 
Snow! 


Leyla  Avci 

Longfellow  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 

Winter 


The  woods  outside  are  quiet  and  cold. 

The  silent  owl  is  wise  and  old. 

The  presents  are  stacked  under  the  tree. 

My  cat  is  sitting  on  my  knee. 

The  stars  are  shining  big  and  bright. 

As  I  gaze  out  at  the  dark  midnight. 

The  moon  is  full. 

The  moon  is  bright. 
The  moon  gives  off  a  glowing  light. 
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Artwork  by 

Lindsey  Atwell 

Great  Falls  H.S. 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  9 


Karin  Knudsen 

Simms  High  School 
Simms  -  Grade  12 


The  Bitter  Taste  in  My  Mouth 

I  keep  eating 
stuffing  myself  with  formulas  and  definitions, 
literary  devices  and  merci  mademoiselle. 

my  mother  does  not  demand  me  to  succeed: 

it  is  expected, 
nothing  less  than  optimal — transcending 

down 

into 

a  common  bond 

she  drives  me  as  she  does  herself 

late  nights  spent  for  mindless  perfection 

simple  misconception:  Enlightenment  is  everything 

but  I  dare  not  question 

Knowledge. 

as  I  said  before  -  she  does  not  ask  me  to  excel: 
it  has  been  predetermined 

and  I  keep  on  eating 
(forgive  me  if  I  do  not  want  some  more) 
Excuse-mois  mais  quelquefois 

sometimes  it  is  hard  to  swallow. 


Amanda  Stanfill 

Townsend  Elementary 
Townsend  -  Grade  7 

My  World 

I  remember 

The  flowing  grasses 

The  cloudless  sky 

The  swaying  in  my  heart 

As  I  watch 

For  one  last  time 

The  old  home 

The  lifeblood  of  my  existence 
If  I  leave  I  will  die. 

I  ache, 

Wishing  to  stay 

How  can  I  leave 

My  home 

My  land 

My  place 

It  is  my  friend 

The  only  one  who  accepted  me 
Was  not  too  skinny  for  it 
Not  too  homely  for  it 
It  welcomed  me  to  its  arms 
No  more  does  it  call  to  me 

But  still  I  yearn 

To  lie  on  my  back 

To  gaze  at  the  cloudless  sky 

To  hear  the  flowing  grasses 

The  ache  is  still  in  my  heart 

Long  since  have  I  been  gone 

From  my  home 

From  my  place 

From  my  land 

Someday  I  shall  go 

Back  to  my  place 

Back  to  my  friend 

To  the  land  I  loved 

To  the  place  of  my  birth 

To  my  place  of  peace 

Where  I  can  feel  my  heart  smile 

Where  I  can  live  forever 

Or  until  I  die 

Back  to  my  world. 
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Thomas  McClintock 

Lewis  and  Clark  Elementary 
Missoula  -  Grade  5 


Noticing  Alex 

He  claws  the  chair, 
And  leaves  some  hair, 
In  a  very  prominent  spot. 
His  nine  lives  are  handy, 
Because  his  claws  are  quite  dandy 
For  getting  stuck  on  the  screen  door  a  lot. 

At  night  when  we're  sleeping, 
Around  rooms  he  is  creeping, 
But  not  very  quietly,  though. 
Mysteriously  stalking, 
Yet  meowing  and  talking, 
Because  OUT  he  wishes  to  go. 

Squirrels  and  robins  and  mice,  beware! 
Alex  the  hunter  is  prowling  out  there. 

Blades  of  grass  brush  his  fur; 
He  becomes  a  cat  rug,  perfectly  still, 
While  he  waits  to  pounce  and  make  the  kill. 
Once  he's  done,  he  will  purr  and  purrrr. 

He  scatters  my  puzzle  pieces  onto  the  floor. 
He  sits  on  my  Legos,  and  still  there  is  more. 
He  thinks  he  owns  me,  and  that  is  that! 
When  he  demands  that  I  pet  him, 
He  knows  I'll  never  neglect  him, 
The  great  and  superior  Alex  the  cat! 
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Artwork  by 

Wayne  Vanderburg 

Ronan  Elementary 
Ronan  -  Grade  6 


Jayce  Getz 

Target  Range  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 

Lumbriel 


Feet  crush  newfallen  snow 
only  sound  in  blanketing  silence 
black  pines  under  snow  are  seen 
through  the  mist  of  your  breath 
As  moon  strikes  branches 
Snow  dusts  off  their  limbs 
Light  creates  a  rainbow  of  colors  in  the  powder, 
fading  as  it  hits  the  ground 
The  wind  is  still  in  the  brooding  pines 
Off  in  the  distance 
the  trees  turn  a  gentle  orange 
You  tread  forward 
seeing  swirls  of  smoke,  and  voices  of  legend 
Whirling  their  colors  around  bonfire 
Lumbriel!  Lumbriel! 
Home  of  deer,  with  forke'd  hooves 
Elves,  their  feet  dancing  across  the  snow 
Wolves,  the  color  of  moon 
Magic,  beauty,  all  you  contain 
O  hallowed  place  of  Lore 
I  will  come  back. 


Artwork  by 
Michelle  Thex 

,     St.  Labre  School 
j    f  .  Ashland  -  Grade  12 
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Artwork  by 
Jessica  Mullette 

Helena  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  7 


Kate  Steffanich 

Eagle  Cliffs  School 
Billings  -  Grade  4 

Whales  are  amazing  creatures, 

They  come  in  many  different  features. 

Whales  live  in  salt  water  seas, 

They  don't  live  on  land  like  the  big  oak  trees. 

Whales  move  from  place  to  place, 
They  don't  move  in  a  steady  pace. 
Whales  have  a  calf  once  a  year, 
Of  course  they  don't  live  near  here. 

Whales  are  big  mammals, 
They  are  bigger  than  camels. 
Whales  eat  plankton  and  squid, 
They  eat  more  than  I  ever  did. 


Some  whales  have  teeth  and  some  have  baleen, 
I  wonder  how  they  keep  them  clean. 
A  sei  whale  follows  the  fish  they  eat, 
Of  course  you  know  that  fish  is  meat. 

Do  you  know  how  much  a  humpback  calf  weighs? 
A  humpback  calf  weighs  two  tons  I  say. 
How  big  is  the  blue  whale's  heart? 
It  is  the  size  of  a  small  car,  not  a  dart. 

How  much  food  do  humpbacks  eat  in  one  day? 

Nearly  a  ton  of  food,  you  don't  say! 

What  does  a  killer  whale  eat? 

Fish,  seals,  penguins,  and  sea  turtles  that 

Are  once  again  meat. 

Whales  are  almost  extinct  from  those  who  poach, 
So  if  you  are  in  their  waters,  please  don't  encroach. 
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Artwork  and  Story  by 
Andrea  Luebbe 

Chief  Joseph  Middle  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  7 


Humphrey's 
Quest 


n  a  far  away  land  called 
Rhondomus,  a  beautiful 
ibaby  princess  was  born  in 
the  year  of  1391.  Her  parents 
named  her  Michelle. 

A  nasty  old  witch  wanted 
to  be  the  ruler  of  Rhondomus. 
Everyone  there  dreaded  the 
grimy  witch  and  her  powers. 

Upon  Michelle's  birth, 
the  old  witch  put  a  giant  brick 
wall  around  Michelle,  her 
family,  and  her  castle.  The 
witch  became  the  ruler  of 
Rhondomus.  The  land  became 
dark  and  gloomy.  No  flowers 
grew  because  they  would  all  wilt 
in  the  darkness.  It  was  an  ugly 
sight. 

Humphrey,  a  loving 
young  prince,  who  had  always 
longed  to  be  a  hero,  decided  he 

could  save  the  lovely  princess  and  Rhondomus  from 
the  witch's  mean  spell.  He  would  attempt  to  rid  the 
kingdom  of  the  terrible  witch. 

"This  is  the  time  for  my  three  magical 
matches,"  murmured  Humphrey  under  his  breath. 
He  had  received  these  matches  from  a  whimsical 
wizard  for  his  last  birthday. 

The  wizard  had  said,  "You  need  to  light  the 
matches  and  tell  them  what  to  do.  They  are  magical 
and  will  follow  your  orders.  Enjoy  them." 

Humphrey  packed  a  bottle  of  water,  bread  to 
eat,  and  the  three  matches.  He  went  on  his  quest  to 
find  the  witch. 

Humphrey  had  just  left  his  castle  and  met 
the  witch  towering  above  him.  She  cackled,  "Ha-ha- 
ha-haa,  I  see  you  are  looking  for  me!" 

Humphrey  quickly  grabbed  the  matches  and 
struck  them  on  a  stone.  They  burst  into  flame.  He 
shouted  to  the  matches,  "Melt  that  nasty  old  hag!" 
The  matches  leaped  out  of  his  hands  and  pounced 
on  the  witch. 


The  witch's  last  words  before  she  melted 
were,  "You  rotten  little  thing,  you!"  All  that  re- 
mained where  the  witch  had  been  standing  was  a 
puddle  of  muddy  water  and  a  sparkling  golden  key. 
The  sky  had  brightened;  there  were  flowers  covering 
the  ground,  and  the  land  was  back  to  normal. 

The  letter  M  was  engraved  on  the  unique 
key.  Humphrey  suspected  the  key  was  to  the  gate  of 
the  huge,  brick  wall  surrounding  the  princess.  He 
saddled  a  spirited  horse  and  galloped  to  the  rusty 
gate.  Humphrey  slipped  the  key  into  the  keyhole. 
The  gate  swung  open. 

Michelle  was  waiting  there.  She  ran  up  to 
Humphrey.  They  knew  it  was  love  at  first  sight. 

Humphrey  said,  "Will  you  marry  me,  my 

dear?" 

Michelle  replied,  "Why  certainly." 

Humphrey  and  Michelle  lived  happily  ever 
after  in  the  castle,  ruling  the  beautiful  land  of 
Rhondomus.  Humphrey  was  a  hero. 
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Kelsey  Nugent 

Townsend  Elementary 
Townsend  -  Grade  7 

Sneakers 

Oh,  woe  is  me, 
If  I  could  only  be 
A  Converse,  a  Reebok 
Or  a  brand  new  Nike. 

But,  no,  it's  not  so; 
My  life  is  a  blow. 
I'm  only  a  Ked, 
A  sneaker — oh,  no. 

You  drag  me  through 
So  many  things, 
The  gum,  the  mud, 
The  stuff  that  stings. 

Remember  the  trip 
To  Grandpa's  farm? 
For  me  it  was 
A  place  of  harm. 


Almost  every 
Step  you  take 
Landed  me 
In  an  oF  cow  cake. 


I  long  to  be 
On  a  basketball  court 
where  shoes  are  king, 
Gee,  what  a  sport! 

I'll  do  what  I  can 

To  help  you  grow  strong, 

So  when  you're  a  basketball  star, 

You'll  take  me  along. 


Artwork  by 

Korey  Hayden 

Stevensville  Elem. 
Stevensville  -  Grade  4 


Sheena  Liles 

Grandey  School 
Terry  -  Grade  6 

Messy  Room 

Messy,  messy,  messy  room, 

I  fear  I  must  get  the  broom! 

To  pick  up,  store,  clean,  and  stash, 

Most  will  end  up  in  the  trash! 

I  need  lessons  on  neatness, 

Socks  and  clothes  all  on  the  floor, 

I  dread  to  open  the  door! 

My  messy  bed  isn't  made, 

My  brother  and  I  should  trade! 

Some  cold  day  I'll  clean  my  room, 

I'll  no  longer  fear  the  DOOM! 
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Barbara  Ann  Woods 

Columbia  Falls  Junior  High 
Columbia  Falls  -  Grade  8 


Forte' 

Standing  at  the  line 
The  whole  world  weighted  on  my  shoulders, 
My  body,  My  mind. 

This  one  shot 
To  make  is  to  win 
To  miss  is  to  lose. 
The  cheering  crowd 
Now  a  silent  stillness 
Clear  mind-No  distractions. 
A  breath  of  power 
A  release  of  great  ease 
The  hush  of  the  crowd 
The  whisper  of  net. 
The  sweetest  sound  in  all  the  world. 
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Clay  Roberts 

Monforton  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  6 

The  Oldies  Rock 

The  Beatles  are  rockin', 
the  love  it  still  shines. 
Buddy  is  rollin', 
and  havin'  quite  a  time. 
Elvis  is  a  movin' 
and  bein'  a  star. 
Berry  is  a  singin' 
and  playin'  his  guitar. 
Richard  is  a  groovin', 
he  rocks  to  the  ground. 
Billy  is  a  singin', 
and  makin'  a  great  sound. 
Ritchie  sings  to  Donna, 
he  loves  her  o'  so  much, 
The  Beach  boys  are  surfin', 
and  singin'  and  such. 
Fats  pounds  the  piano, 
he  blows  off  his  shoes, 
Clide's  makin'  money 
by  singin'  the  blues. 
Frankie  is  a  dancin', 
and  stompin'  on  the  floor, 
Dion  wanders  round, 
and  sings  out  the  door. 
Shelle  sings  'bout  Jonny, 
'cause  she  is  in  love. 
Leslie  is  amazin', 
she  sings  like  a  dove. 
The  Monkeys  are  swingin', 
from  the  top  of  the  stage. 
The  Animals  are  growlin' 
they  are  quite  the  rage. 
The  Everly  bros. 
are  singin'  'bout  love. 
Sam  is  jivin', 
he  rules  up  above. 


Artwork  by 

Jake  Hertzel 

East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  8 
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Artwork  by 

Nick  Johnson 

Lincoln  Elementary 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


Brian  French 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  12 


Old  Fashion 

My  head  it  is  not  covered 
In  fancy  designer  tack 
It  sits  below  the  dust  and  fold 
Of  a  worn  out  cowboy  hat 

My  shirt  it  is  not  pretty 
But  keeps  me  warm  inside 
The  frayed  out  collar  and  dirt  filled  holes 
Just  show  my  sense  of  pride 

My  belt  is  made  of  leather 
A  finer  quality  it  lacks 
It  keeps  my  pants  held  up  tight 
But  looks  like  saddle  tack 

My  pants  are  made  of  denim 
The  waist  line  is  not  wide 
The  Wrangler  patch  put  on  the  back 
Is  something  I  don't  hide 

My  boots  are  old  and  rugged 

Their  color  is  faded  black 
When  I  take  them  off  at  night 
I  hear  the  leather  crack 


Some  people  call  me  cowboy 
And  this  I  do  not  mind 
But  when  it  comes  to  the  fashion  dance 
I'm  a  few  steps  out  of  time 

I  like  to  ride  the  dusty  plain 
It's  beauty  makes  me  sigh 
October  4, 1  was  born  a  cowboy 
And  a  cowboy  is  what  I'll  die. 


Artwork  by 

Justin  Stein 

Lockwood  School 
Billings  -  Grade  4 
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Bobbie  Crater 

Glasgow  Middle  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  7 


The  Book 


Tkhe  door  that  read  Bennet,  Wisconsin  Book 
store  opened,  and  a  blue-eyed,  blond-haired 
young  lady  walked  in.  The  store  clerk  gazed 
in  surprise.  This  was  no  ordinary  female,  but  the 
daughter  of  the  illustrious  millionaire,  Francis  John 
Henry  Delicky  in.  She  recently  moved  to  the  small 
town,  where  she  resided  in  a  grandeur  house,  the 
finest  money  could  buy. 

Milady  saw  the  young  man  gawking  at  her,  and 
gave  him  a  stony  glare.  He  quickly  turned  his  head, 
and  hastily  buried  it  in  the  1908  newspaper  he  had 
been  reading. 

Walking 
around  the 

room,  Milady  „ 
would  take 
quick  glances 
at  the  young 
man,  only 
seeing  the  , 
brown  hair  on 
the  back  of  his  ^ 
head.  She  -c 
selected  a 
dusty  green 
book  called 
Final  Hour 
from  a  book 
shelf.  There 
really  was 
nothing  special 
about  the 
book,  but  it 
attracted  the 
young  lady  like 
diamonds  to 
the  fingers  of  rich  dames. 

She  took  the  book  to  the  counter  and  coldly 
announced,  "This  one." 

"Milady,"  cried  the  young  man  frantically,  "I  beg 
of  you,  do  not  buy  that  book.  It..." 

She  cut  him  off  with  a  wave  of  her  hand.  Too 


Artwork  by 

Levi  Mazurek 

Poison  M.S. 
Poison  -  Grade  7 


arrogant  were  her  ways  to  heed  the  warnings  of  a 
mere  bookseller. 

Reluctantly,  he  accepted  the  money.  As  Milady 
walked  out  of  the  door,  he  sadly  shook  his  head.  He 
knew  he  would  never  see  the  beautiful  young 
damsel  again. 

Milady  rapidly  walked  home,  the  book  clutched 
securely  in  her  hands.  There,  she  went  to  her  room 
and  locked  the  door.  The  bookseller  had  acted  quite 
strange  when  she  had  bought  the  book,  and  she 
was  determined  to  know  why. 

She  opened  the  emerald  volume  slowly,  with 

curiosity.  She 
stared  at  it,  at 
first  not  compre- 
hending. Sud- 
denly, it  hit  her 
like  a  blast  of 
cold  north  wind. 
She  collapsed, 
the  book  clatter- 
ing to  the  floor. 
The  young  lady 
fell  into  a  deep 
trance,  never 
moving,  never 
heard  from.  The 
world  would 
forget  all  they 
knew  of  her.  Her 
beauty  of  youth 
was  preserved, 
as  the  silvery 
cobwebs  grew 
about  her.  When 
time  ended,  she 

would  awaken  an  immortal  of  her  former  self.  She 
would  live  forever  without  the  company  of  others. 
All  because  of  the  green-backed  book  that  lay  open 
on  the  floor. 

"Whoever  shall  read  this  book  shall  never  es- 
cape. They  shall..." 
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Travis  Sandine 

Luther  School 
Luther  -  Grade  4 


The  Animals  That  Tried  to 
Cross  the  Interstate 

Once  upon  a  splat  there  was  a  snake  that 
tried  to  cross  the  interstate.  He  made  it  half 
way  when  out  of  the  blue  sky  a  semi  came. 
He  became  snake  burger,  of  course! 

It  was  a  tragedy  to  the  snake  family.  They  had  a 
funeral  on  the  interstate.  Idiot  Ed,  his  brother,  was 
very  sad.  Then  two  cars  came  right  in  the  middle  of 
the  funeral. 

Within  the  first  few  minutes  every  one  was  flat 
or  hurt.  By  now  the  interstate  was  looking  like  a 
butcher  shop,  some  snake  here,  some  dead  steer 
here,  flat  cat  here,  smear  of  deer  here  Then  some- 
body opened  a  Road  Kill  cafe.  Business  was 
boomin'. 

Everybody  liked  the  food  until  they  discovered  it 
was  real  road  kill.  Then  everybody  started  to  vomit. 
The  place  shut  down.  That's  why  you  see  more 
Road  Kill  on  the  interstate. 


Leslie  Shear 

Thompson  Falls  Elementary 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  4 

The  Black  Widow  Spider 

A  creepy  crawly  spider 
Roams  through  the  night 
And  if  you  are  not  careful 
She  will  eat  you  in  her  spite. 

And  if  she  is  very  angry 

She  will  eat  her  mate  instead 

But  watch  it  when  she  is  on  the  prowl 

She  might  bite  off  your  head! 


Dulcie  Bue 

Reed  Point  Elementary 
Reed  Point  -  Grade  4 


Artwork  by 

Tessa  May  Fraser 

Helena  M.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  6 


I  Found  a  Fossil 

Once  I  found  a  fossil 

Its  size  was  colossal 

I  tried  to  fit  it  in  my  room 

But  it  turned  out  to  be  pure  doom. 

The  house  collapsed  without  warning 

I  just  said  I'll  fix  it  in  the  morning. 
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A  daredevil  leaping  to  new  heights 

My  dogs,  Ollie  and  Sadie,  are  the  clowns — 
Adding  fun  and  laughter  to  the  family 

And  I— 

I  am  the  tightrope  walker — 
Carefully  making  my  way  through  life 
Trying  not  to  fall. 
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Artwork  by 

Devin  Vincent 

Colstrip  H.S. 
Colstrip  -  Grade  10 


Luree  Green 

Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  1 1 


Fire 


Fire 

White-hot  flames  leaping  toward  the  sky 
Like  small  children  chasing  butterflies 
Whispering  in  the  darkness  of  tales  untold 
Keeping  with  it  the  secrets  of  twilight 

Fire 

Burning  brightly  beneath  the  heavens 

A  mere  spark  in  the  cosmos 

Cracking  and  sputtering,  smelling  of  singed 

hide  and  burned  foliage 
Its  very  taste  seeping  into  the  soul  of  Earth 


Fire 

Societies'  lies,  scorching,  searing  the  heart 

of  everything  it  touches 
Consuming  the  masses  in  its  path 
A  facade  for  the  corruption  of  mankind. 

Fire. 


Scott  McFarlane 

Colstrip  High  School 
Colstrip  -  Grade  10 

Soldier 

Cactus  by  a  skull 

Of  a  bull  long  ago  gone 

And  never  returned 


Flower  from  the  ground 
Lived  its  life,  then  back  again 
To  the  mother  Earth 

A  flower  open 

To  the  early  morning  dawn 
At  night,  closed  again 

Many  a  soldier  was  lost  in  battle 
Trading  life  to  keep  our  flag  upright. 
The  simple  fact  that  they  were  little  but  cloth 
Meant  nothing  to  them  in  spite. 


Artwork  by 

Chris  Bowden 

Simms  H.S. 
Simms  -  Grade  10 
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Homeless  Hank 

I  was  out  walking  in  the  cold  yesterday 
I  saw  something  that  got  me  thinking  about  life  today 

It  was  homeless  Hank  the  old  beggar  man 
He  was  digging  his  breakfast  out  of  a  gray  trash  can 
His  clothes  were  torn  and  he  had  no  socks 
He  took  the  food  back  to  his  cardboard  box 

I  just  shook  my  head  and  walked  right  by 
He  could  get  a  job  if  he  would  only  try 
But  maybe  there's  a  reason  he's  out  in  the  freezing  air 
Maybe  it's  cause  no  one  cares. 

Later  on,  someone  told  me 
That  he'd  been  injured  in  the  line  of  duty 
He  had  been  one  of  the  greatest  lawmen  in  the  west 
And  when  times  changed  he  never  caught  up  with  the  rest 

On  my  way  back  by 
Oh,  I  couldn't  help  but  cry 
So  with  tears  in  my  eyes  I  gave  him  some  money  and  shook  his  hand 
I  let  him  know  that  I  understand 
The  look  in  his  eyes  showed  pure  happiness 
I  walked  away  more  human  and  a  little  less 
And  when  I  turned  back 
He  was  giving  the  money  to  two  little  kids  in  a  black  trash  sack 
My  heart  burst  with  pride  for  the  human  race 
Thanks  for  the  glory,  giving,  and  grace. 
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Teresa  Gliko 

Glasgow  Middle  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  6 

Cancer:  An  Ugly  Thing 

I remember  the  first  time  that  my  dad  told  me 
that  my  brother  Mark  was  infected  with  cancer, 
to  be  exact,  leukemia.  I  guess  I  really  didn't 
care.  Being  four  years  old  I  had  no  idea  that  he 
could  possibly  die. 

When  I  went  to  see 
Mark  at  the  Glasgow 
hospital,  I  always 
brought  along  his 
gameboy  so  he  would 
have  something  to  do 
while  I  was  reading  to 
myself.  Then  maybe 
we  would  talk  and 
Mark  would  ask  about 
the  house  and  how 
things  were  going. 
After  that  we  would 
turn  on  the  television 
and  watch  videos.  All 
too  soon  Mom  would 
come  and  pick  me  up, 
but  Mark  would 
always  give  me  his 
chocolate  milk  before 
she  could  drag  me  off. 
We  always  looked 
forward  to  another 
visit. 

Then  Mr.  Cancer 
decided  he  didn't  like 
Mark  very  much  and 
left.  Mark  was  coming 
home!  I  was  full  of  joy! 
Then  Mark  and  I  got  in 
a  fight,  and  I  said  the 
worst  thing  I  could 
possibly  say.  I  said  I 
didn't  care  if  he  died. 
Mark  was  hurt  and  I 
could  tell.  I  wish  I 
could  have  told  him 
that  I  didn't  mean  it 

but  I  just  couldn't  get  the  words  out,  and  I  regretted 
it. 

Then  cancer  came  back  to  Mark  a  second  time 
and  he  was  so  weak  that  he  couldn't  even  wriggle 


his  pinkie.  Mark  fought  it  off  again,  but  he  was  still 
too  weak  to  come  home.  Before  long,  though,  he 
was  ready  to  come  back.  We  celebrated  his  birthday 
and  everyone  was  happy. 

Then  cancer  struck  the  third,  last,  and  deadliest 
time.  Grandma  came 
over  to  watch  us  so 
that  mom  and  dad 
could  go  see  Mark  at 
the  Minneapolis  hospi- 
tal. Then  I  received  a 
phone  call.  It  was  the 
phone  call.  Mark  was 
going  to  die.  There  was 
no  way  around  it. 
Right  there  on  the 
phone  I  started  crying. 
God  could  save  him  if 
he  wants,  I  thought. 
What  was  all  the 
praying  we  did  for? 
Then  I  heard  my  uncle, 
who  was  on  the  phone, 
ask  if  I  would  like  to 
see  Mark  one  last  time 
before  he  died.  I  was 
scared.  What  if  I  got  to 
the  hospital  and  mom 
and  dad  had  already 
left  to  come  home?  In 
my  terror  I  said  no  and 
hung  up.  Mark  died 
two  weeks  before 
Christmas,  begging  to 
help  put  up  the  Christ- 
mas tree. 

At  his  funeral  there 
were  two  sides  to  his 
face.  One  side  looked 
happy  and  alive  like  he 
would  wake  up  any 
moment.  The  other 
side  looked  deathly 
cold  with  the  still  air  of  death  and  a  forlorn  look  to 
it.  Right  then  and  there  I  told  him  I  was  sorry  for 
everything  mean  I  did  to  him.  I  was  positively  sure 
he  had  heard  me  and  forgiven  me. 


Artwork  by 

Matt  Laurence 

Three  Forks  H.S. 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  12 
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Megan  Bowers 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  1 1 

Inner  Peace 

The  thunder  rumbles, 
echoing  through  the  sky, 
the  lightning  flashes, 
casting  shadows  everywhere. 

The  rain  is  falling  lightly  like  the  kiss  of  a  butterfly. 
Looking  over  the  mountain, 
I  can  see  everything, 
but  everything  can't  see  me. 
Secluded  from  the  hustle  of  the  city, 
I  stand  isolated  from  frustration. 
The  rain  inches  down  my  bare  flesh, 
as  it  trickles  from  the  sky. 
Turning  and  turning, 
I  raise  my  arms  to  the  sky, 
welcoming  the  cool  water. 

A  song,  rain  sings  as  it  strikes  the  leaves  and  branches  of  nearby  trees 
I  feel  so  free, 
like  the  whirling  wind. 
How  perfect  this  feeling  is, 
cleansing  the  soul  of  filth  and  anger. 

Standing  still  I  look  beyond  the  city  lights  and  the  hustle, 
to  see  the  beauty  of  all  that  surrounds  it. 
Water  slides  down  my  cheeks; 
this  isn't  rain. 


Artwork  by 

Mindy  Morrison 

Huntley-Project  Elem 
Worden  -  Grade  6 


Sara  Gomes 

West  Glacier  School 
West  Glacier  -  Grade  5 

Shadows 

The  shadows  that  once  amazed  me  are  now  just  strangers  that  follow  me.  They  come 
when  they  want  and  leave  when  bored.  They  belong  to  us  but  not  with  us.  At  times  I 
feel  sorry  for  the  poor  things,  not  being  able  to  say  what  is  on  their  mind.  They  are 
there,  hearing  everything  that  we  say  even  when  we  cannot  see  them.  Sometimes  I 
wonder  if  I  am  one  of  those  poor  shadows. 
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Bria  Hanson 

Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  1 1 


Whinken  Whalen,  My  Horse 

Shakespeare  once  wrote,  "I  shall  not  change  my 
horse  with  any  that  treads."  (King  Henry  V,  Act  n, 
Scene  7) 

A  horse  is  a  creature  of  great  strength  and 
beauty;  once  you  are  entranced  by  his  magic  spell, 
the  bonds  shall  never  be  broken. 

My  horse  stands  proudly  above  the  ground.  With 
a  height  of  16  hands  two  inches,  Whinken  Whalen 
reaches  the  sky. 

The  creature's  long,  narrow  legs,  tight  with 
muscle,  hold  him  tall  for  all  to  gaze  upon  in  awe  and 
wonder. 

Black  hooves  of  steel  steady  the  huge  body.  Each 
step,  light  and  secure,  allows  even  a  child  to  set 
astride  his  back  and  never  tumble. 

The  stallion's  great  body,  tight  and  lean,  grasps 
bulging  muscle  never  to  let  go.  In  each  stride  I  feel 
them  tense  beneath  me,  springs  moving  me  ever 
forward. 

The  true  beauty  of  the  horse  lies  in  his  grand  yet 
delicate  and  gentle  head.  Losing  my  breath,  I  watch 
the  arch  of  his  neck,  the  proud  fling  of  his  head, 
accenting  a  spectacular  promenade  through  green 
meadows.  My  heart  melts  as  I  feel  his  moist  nose 
nuzzle  my  neck. 

Wide  eyes  are  set  perfectly  upon  this  head, 
crowning  his  splendor.  Large  and  round,  they  cau- 
tiously, curiously  ponder  my  every  move. 

The  animal's  coat,  like  a  blanket  of  satin,  shines 
lustrous  and  soft,  warming  to  my  hand.  Softly 


stroking  his  back,  I  feel  his  strength  and  energy 
move  through  my  body. 

Hershey  Chocolate  edged  in  coal  melts  over  every 
ripple  of  the  animal.  A  body  so  brown  with  legs  as 
black  as  night,  the  contrast  is  magnificent.  Jet  black 
mane  and  tail  perfectly  complement  the  color. 

He  holds  his  head  high,  he  is  a  mighty  warrior. 
From  it  dangles  a  mane  caught  carelessly  by  the 
wind's  teasing  fingers.  Calling  to  the  steed,  the 
breeze  gently  whispers,  "Come  race  with  me." 

He  answers  with  a  short,  sharp  snort  in  disgust. 
"Why  should  I  race  with  you?  I  would  surely  be  the 
winner." 

Ears  perked  up  and  alert,  he  listens.  Aha,  the 
sound  of  morning  oats  shaking  in  a  can.  Flaring  his 
nostrils  he  smells  them.  The  scent  is  sweet  and  crisp 
with  a  hint  of  dust.  He  gently  nickers  with  excite- 
ment and  he  lopes  to  the  old  barn  where  he  begins 
to  munch.  A  gentle  chomping  of  the  oats  between  his 
teeth  crunches  softly  in  the  stall. 

Listen  to  the  neigh,  a  trumpet  sounding  before  a 
war.  Shrill  and  piercing,  the  cry  sounds  in  times  of 
danger,  but  in  times  of  calm,  his  whinny  welcomes 
and  entices  me. 

Riding  the  stallion,  I  am  free.  Gripping  tight,  I 
urge  him  faster  and  further  on.  The  wind  rips  at  my 
face  and  the  taste  of  sweat  enters  my  mouth.  I  do 
not  notice.  For  a  spell,  never  long  enough,  all  sense 
of  time  and  reality  is  lost.  Here  in  my  own  world, 
there  is  only  me  and  this  creature  that  I  love.  We  are 
one. 


Destry  Hanson 

Moore  School 
Moore  -  Grade  9 

Memory 

I  remember  the  dark,  cloudy,  cold  night 
The  smell  of  gasoline  in  the  air 

The  large  convenience  store  with  a  bar  and  gas  station 

Sitting  in  a  cramped  car  with  darkness  enveloping  me 

Hearing  the  strained,  muffled  sounds  of  people  talking 

Cars  and  trucks  whizzing  fast  on  the  long  freeway 

I  hear  shuffled  feet,  slurred  noises,  and  mumbling 

I  turn  around  and  sit  there  scared  and  still 

An  old  man,  with  shabby  clothes,  talking  to  himself 

He  was  drunk  and  was  stumbling  towards  our  car 

He  was  coming  closer  until  he  was  at  my  window 

He  fumbled  with  the  door  handle  with  his  shaky  hands 

We  hurried  and  drove  away  getting  further  and  further  from 

the  old  man  that  was  drunk. 
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Mike  Wardinsky 

Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  1 1 


Outdoor  Experiences  in 

Montana  (Excerpt) 

I've  always  loved  to  fish.  In  about  the  first  grade 
my  dad  and  I  would  take  early  Saturday  morn 
ing  trips  to  Holter  Lake  in  January  to  ice  fish. 
We  always  did  really  well,  hauling  eight  to  ten 
Rainbow  trout  along  with  an  occasional  carp 
through  the  ice.  We'd  just  let  them  lay  on  the  ice 
and  freeze  all  curled  up.  My  dad  also  taught  me  to 
spin  fish  about  the  same  time.  I  didn't  pick  up  the 
ability  to  reel  in  the  line  so  the  bail  stopped  in  the 
right  place  for  my  finger  until  I  was  much  older  but 
that  never  stopped  me  from  trying. 

I've  jigged  for  walleye  on  Hauser,  trolled  cow 
bells  on  Holter,  fought  big  Rainbows  with  little 
Thomas  lures  on  Canyon  Ferry,  and  sat  colder  than 
the  ice  I  was  fishing  on,  on  Bean  Lake,  but  in  my 
opinion  the  most  enjoyable  way  to  fish  is  with  a  fly 
rod.  I've  watched  my  dad's  grandpa,  my  mom's  dad 
and  my  dad  fly  fish  all  my  life  and  not  thought 
much  of  it  until  I  tried  it  myself.  I  started  fly  fishing 
about  two  years  ago  with  my  first  trip  on  the  Smith 
River.  The  Smith  is  sixty  miles  of  Brown  trout 
purgatory  from  White  Sulphur  Springs  to  the 
Missouri  River  outside  of  Ulm.  It  takes  three  days  of 
floating  to  make  the  trip,  and  once  you  start 
there  are  very  few  roads  to  get  out  so 
you  are  forced  to  fly  fish.  Every 
stretch,  every  bend,  each  and 
every  last  rock  that 
creates  a 


pocket  behind  it  is  waiting  to  be  laced  with  any  type 
of  Caddis  or  Stimulator.  I've  picked  up  fly  fishing 
pretty  quickly  and  am  good  at  casting,  tying,  choos- 
ing the  right  fly,  from  wet  to  dry,  and  using  my 
patience  to  achieve  perfection.  One  begins  to  live  for 
the  whreeeeee  of  the  reel  as  the  fish  takes  out  line 
after  hitting  the  fly. 


Artwork  by 
Keel  an  Skally 

Harlowton  H.S. 
Harlowton  -  Grade  9 
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Artwork  by 

Justin  Timmons 

Bissell  School 
Whitefish  -  Grade  8 


Daniel  Hughes 

Charles  M.  Russell  High  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 


AMYOTROPIC  LATERAL  SCLEROSIS 


THE  TEACHER  SHUFFLES  PAPER  LIVES  LOUDLY 
A  NOTEBOOK  RUFFLES  VERY  LOUDLY 
FIVE  PEOPLE  QUIETLY  SPEAKING  LOUDLY 
FOCUS,  TRY  TO  FOCUS 
A  PENCIL  ON  PAPER  SCRATCHES  LOUDLY 
PAGES  TURNED,  A  BOOK  LEARNED  LOUDLY 
A  PEN  TAPS  ON  A  FORMICA  DESKTOP  LOUDLY 
FOCUS,  TRY  TO  FOCUS 
CARS  DRIVE  BY  THE  CLASSROOM  LOUDLY 
A  GIRL  IN  VIOLET  STRETCHES  LOUDLY 
STOMPING  UP  TO  THE  TEACHER'S  DESK  SO  LOUDLY 

FOCUS,  TRY  TO  FOCUS 
A  SECOND  HAND  ON  THE  CLOCK  TICKS  LOUDLY 
RESTLESSNESS  SPREADS  THROUGH  SCHOOL  LOUDLY 
I  CRACK  MY  KNUCKLES,  OH  SO  LOUDLY 
FOCUS,  TRY  TO  FOCUS 
A  SILENT  LAUGH  I  HEAR  SO  LOUDLY 
A  YOUTH  SCRATCHES  HIMSELF  LOUDLY 
CHAPSTICK  APPLIED  SO  VERY  LOUDLY 
FOCUS,  I  CANNOT  FOCUS. 


Alison  Gage 

Ronan  Middle  School 
Ri  hi. in  -  Grade  5 

The  Lonely  Bridge 

There  was  a  lonely  bridge, 

That  stood  there  all  alone. 

There  were  no  people  to  walk  across  it. 

No  animal  to  scurry  across  it. 

It  stood  in  one  place 

All  day  and  all  night 

Listening  to  the  willows 

That  wouldn't  stop  weeping. 

There  were  water  lilys 

Falling  over  the  waterfall 

To  a  different  place 

Where  everything  was 

good,  less  lonely,  nothing  bad. 

So  all  day  and  all  night 

The  bridge  stood 

Wishing  it  could  go  away, 

FAR,  FAR,  AWAY! 


Becky  Dale 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  10 

I  Am 

I  am 
Out  of  sync 
within  myself 
beside  myself 
with  grief. 
Down  &  depressed 
within  myself 
beside  myself 
with  sorrow. 
Against  the  usual  grain, 
with  only  a  forgotten  memory 
to  look  back 
on. 
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Robert  J.  Kain 

Chailo  Public  School 
Charlo  -  Grade  6 

The  Worst 

Tkhe  fresh  snow  settled  on  the  old  elk's  back. 
The  brawny  bull  had  lived  through  many 
difficult  years  in  his  long  life.  There  had 
been  rigid  times  but  this  was  by  far  the  worst  thing 
that  had  ever  happened  to  him. 

He  was  wounded.  A  hunter  had  shot  him.  As  he 
ran  off,  he  heard  the  hunter  say,  "Now  there's  a 
head  for  my  wall."  He  stumbled  through  the  trees 
with  blood  oozing  from  the  wound.  He  needed  to 
stop  running  and  lay  down  somewhere  so  that  the 
bleeding  would  stop.  There  it  was,  a  fast 
moving  creek,  he  could  walk  down  it  and 
the  hunters 
wouldn't  find 
him.  He  walked 
a  short  dis- 
tance down  the 
creek  and  saw 
a  spot  to  lie 
down.  He  could 
tell  by  how 
weak  he  was 
due  to  his 
blood  loss  that 
it  would  be 
difficult  to  go 
much  further. 

"There  he 
is!"  yelled  one 
of  the  hunters. 
The  bull 
jumped  up  and 
started  to  run 
again.  He 
couldn't  believe 
the  hunters 
had  found  him. 
Then  a  shot 
rang  out, 
hitting  the  bull 
again.  The  bull 
ran  into  a  deep 
canyon.  The 


Artwork  by 

Jeremy  Edwards 

Lockwood  School 
Billings  -  Grade  6 


hunters  chased  the  bull  to  the  edge  of  the  canyon, 
stopping  to  decide  what  to  do  next.  They  decided  to 
quit  tracking  the  bull  because  if  they  did  find  it,  it 
would  be  too  tough  to  drag  out  anyway. 

The  old  brawny  bull  lay  less  than  fifty  yards 
from  the  hunters  with  not  a  breath  of  life  left  in 
him. 
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Jennifer  Preputin 

Brady  School 
Brady  -  Grade  1 1 

Starlight 

In  the  dark  vodka  gloating  night 

the  white  perilous  feeling, 
the  clunk  weep  of  tears  falling. 
A  balmy  lilac  perished  passionate 
into  the  fog  that  enveloped  the  city. 

The  silver  mists  of  the  light  rain  falling 
it  foretells,  overwhelms  the  future. 
The  rhyme  of  the  pitter  patter  on  the  roof  top. 
The  mellow  mystery  of  sounds  realms  peculiar. 


Sarah  Andrews  ♦  Powder  River  Co.  H.S.  *  Broadus  -  Grade  1 1 
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Kimberly  Wood  and  her  Grandpa 

Daly  Elementary 
Daly  -  Grade  5 

The  Mystery  of  Snowfall 

Mom  said  that  all  the  snow  that  fell 
in  the  front  yard  yesterday 
weighs  several  tons. 
How  come  it  fell  without  the  slightest  noise? 

The  spot  by  the  tree  was  cluttered 
with  branches  and  leaves  which  I  never  did 
get  around  to  taking  to  the  dump. 
How  come  that  pile  of  trash  now  looks  a  swan  about  to  fly? 

My  brother  said  he  wanted  to  attack 
the  fort  the  snow  left  by  the  old  tree 
and  Mom  said  he  could  if  he  put  his  boots  on. 
How  could  anyone  mistake  that  graceful  swan  for  a  fort? 

I  asked  Mom  what  snow  is  made  out  of 

and  she  said  it  was  frozen  water 
and  it's  very  heavy  when  you  shovel  it. 
How  come  it  feels  like  walking  on  a  light,  airy  cloud? 

My  sister  found  a  flat  spot  right  in  the  middle 
of  the  yard  and  made  what  looked  like  a  moon  crater 
there  by  being  a  Snow  Ballerina. 
How  could  the  snow  angel  I  made  on  her  crater  look  so  real? 

I  think  all  these  things 

are  just  some  of 
the  Mystery  of  Snowfall. 
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Adrienne  E.  Lamb 

Ray  Bjork  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  5 


BLOODSTORM 

One  cold  night  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  a 
storm  broke  out.  The  rain  pounded  rapidly 
on  the  tent  of  the  Golden  brothers.  Bradley 
was  panting  from  trying  to  place  a  cup  under  every 
leak  in  the  tent.  Laid  sat  back  and  watched  Bradley 
work  himself  into  a  dry  cough.  Laid  is  the  kind  of 
guy  who  won't  do  anything  for  himself — he's  always 
taking  the  easy  way  out.  Bradley,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  a  bright,  hard-working  boy.  It's  hard  to  believe  the 
boys  are  twins,  both  of  them  being  so  different. 

Suddenly  an  enormous  gust  of  wind  shook  the 
boys'  tent!  The  tent  jerked  upward,  but  Laid  caught 
a  hold  of  a  stake  and  the  boys  pulled  it  back  down. 
The  boys  were  both  only  sixteen  years  old  and 
weren't  prepared  for  a  month  in  the  Rockies.  The 
Golden  family  was  brought  up  in  Los  Angeles, 
California  and  all  of  them  were  used  to  a  warm 
climate.  Yes,  it  seemed  like  a  great,  relaxing  month 
from  home;  but  this  month  was  going  to  be  the 
most  exciting,  gut-crunching  days  they  had  ever 
seen. 

The  next  morning  the  boys  awoke  to  the  singing 
of  a  bird  right  outside  their  tent.  Bradley  got  out- 
side and  started  to  make  breakfast  when  Laid 
called,  "Hey,  Cookie-Face,  what's  for  breakfast?" 
Bradley  mumbled  something  that  sounded  like 
"Scrambled  Laid."  Laid  stuck  his  head  out  of  the 
tent  and  looked  to  where  Bradley  was  sitting.  "Why 
are  you  such  a  woosey?"  he  asked.  The  boys  started 
to  argue  and  when  they  looked  at  the  eggs  in  the 
pan,  they  had  burned  to  a  crisp.  They  wasted  an 
hour  arguing  about  whose  fault  it  was.  Now  both  of 
them  were  hungry.  The  boys  decided  to  look  for 
some  berries,  and  bee  sap  to  cut  the  sour.  Once 
they  had  gathered  the  berries  and  sap,  they  took 
out  a  tub  of  yogurt  and  added  it  to  the  breakfast. 

It  was  time  to  go  fishing  and  the  boys  found  a 
great  spot.  They  caught  nothing  for  about  an  hour 
and  Laid  was  growing  restless.  Suddenly  Bradley 
called  Laid  to  come  over  to  where  he  was  standing. 
The  brothers  gazed  into  the  water.  There  was  a 


metal  tub  floating  in  one  place  and  it  stayed  in  an 
upright  position.  Laid  found  this  odd  and  threw  a 
rock  at  it.  Nothing  happened.  So,  curious,  both 
brothers  picked  up  rocks  and  heaved  them  in  the 
direction  of  the  tub.  Laid  missed,  but  Bradley's  rock 
went  bashing  into  the  upright  end  of  the  tub.  At 
first,  nothing  happened,  but  a  second  later  blood 
started  storming  out  of  the  hole!  Blood  was  raining 
down  on  the  pond  everywhere!  At  the  sight  of  this, 
the  brothers  were  scared  and  backed  away. 

The  tub  rolled  over  slowly  and  the  blood  faded 
away  from  the  shore.  A  loud  noise  started  to  sound 
and  the  ground  rumbled!  In  one  quick  move,  the 
pond  was  sucked  dry.  There  were  fish  wiggling  and 
flapping  around  on  the  muddy  bottom.  "Fish!"  Laid 
yelled  and  he  hopped  into  the  mud.  SPLAT!  Laid 
started  to  struggle  and  tried  to  lift  his  feet  but  it 
was  useless — he  was  stuck.  The  boys  didn't  know 
just  where  the  water  went  and  that  made  them 
more  scared  than  ever.  "I'll  get  you  out!"  Bradley 
called.  He  ran  back  away  from  the  shore  and  looked 
for  a  long  tree  limb.  Bradley  brought  it  back  to 
where  his  brother  was  helplessly  stuck.  Bradley 
reached  the  limb  out  to  Laid.  If  Laid  put  his  arms 
out  to  grab  a  hold  of  the  limb,  he  would  fall.  He  had 
come  this  far,  and  if  he  didn't  try  to  get  out  he 
would  never  learn  whose  blood  was  in  the  tub  and 
where  the  pond's  water  went. 

Laid  slowly  arched  his  back  and  waved  his 
hands  up  and  down.  His  left  pinky  touched  the  tip 
of  the  limb.  "Here  goes  nothing,"  he  thought.  He 
heaved  his  body  towards  the  shore  and  gripped  the 
limb  tightly.  "Pull,  pull!"  Laid  shouted.  Bradley 
braced  his  feet  into  the  ground,  steadied  himself, 
and  started  to  pull.  Little  by  little  Laid  was  yanked 
to  shore.  The  mud  on  his  soles  looked  like  barfed 
bar-b-que  sauce.  "I  did  it!"  Bradley  yelled.  He 
started  to  dance  a  jig.  "Where  did  the  water  go?" 
Laid  questioned. 

The  brothers  were  both  clueless.  "I  have  a 
feeling  someone's  watching  us,"  Bradley  said.  The 


Volume  6  •  Page  48 


1996  Signatures  from  Big  Sky 


boys  started  circling  the  spot  that  used  to  be  the 
pond.  "There's  gotta  be  a  pipe  here — something  that 
can  suck  up  water  and  can't  be  seen,  right?"  Laid 
asked.  "Hot  air  evaporates  water,"  Bradley  said.  "It's 
impossible,  but  if  it's  hot  air,  where  did  it  come 
from?"  Laid  answered.  Laid  heard  a  cry  for  help  and 
he  became  scared,  so  he  said,  "Bradley,  let's  go 
back  to  the  campsite.  I  want  to  put  on  some  clean 
shoes."  Bradley  looked  to  the  shore  where  the  tub 
had  been  thrown  from  the  rumbling.  He  grabbed 
the  tub  and  headed  back  to  the  campsite  with  Laid. 

Meanwhile,  twenty  miles  away  from  the  broth- 
ers' campsite,  a  big  truck  was  parked  off  the  high- 
way. Inside  the  truck  was  a  large  ice  cooler  and  one 
thousand  volts  of  electricity.  Two  men  sat  in  front  of 
a  large  switchboard.  "The  bug  we  placed  in  their 
tent  will  give  us  a  lot  of  information,"  one  of  the 
men  snickered.  "Ya,  we'll  figure  out  how  they  knew 
about  Carolyn.  She'll  be  sleeping  cool  tonight."  the 
other  man  said  as  he  tapped  his  hand  on  the  ice 
cooler.  Suddenly  a  red  button  started  to  flash;  a 
loud  beeping  noise  sounded.  "The  pond,  it's  filling 
back  up  with  water.  What's  happening  to  our  hot 
air?"  one  of  the  men  asked  nervously.  "I  don't  know, 
Charlie,  maybe  one  of  our  fake  fishes'  mouths  got 
clogged."  They  decided  it  didn't  matter  because  the 
boys  had  already  found  and  taken  the  tub,  and 
soon  would  be  investigating.  These  two  men's 
names  were  Jack  and  Charlie.  Unlike  most  murder 
partners,  these  two  got  along  and  had  the  same 
amount  of  brains.  Very  little. 

Back  at  the  tent,  Bradley  was  fixing  a  late 
lunch — macaroni,  dry  Cheerios  and  water.  "I'm  sure 
glad  we  didn't  catch  any  fish.  It  would've  been 
blood-coated,"  Laid  said  with  a  chuckle.  Bradley  sat 
up  and  promptly  announced  that  he  was  going  to 
investigate  the  land  for  a  dead  body.  Laid  told  him 
not  to,  but  his  mind  was  made  up. 

By  now  the  men  had  driven  to  within  five  miles 
of  the  twins'  campsite.  They  parked  behind  a  huge 
berry  bush.  Bradley  was  starting  to  get  hungry  after 


walking  five  miles,  so  he  stopped  to  have  some 
berries.  The  berries  were  from  the  same  bush  the 
truck  was  parked  behind.  Bradley  was  about  to 
leave  when  a  truck  door  swung  open.  Jack  yelled, 
"OK,  Charlie,  let's  go  find  those  boys — whoever  they 
are!"  As  the  murderers  were  speaking,  Bradley  was 
listening  to  their  conversation  and  he  became 
petrified. 

Luckily,  the  men  went  the  opposite  way  around 
the  bush  from  where  Bradley  was  listening.  Then 
they  headed  for  the  brothers'  campsite.  Bradley 
didn't  know  it,  but  Laid  had  followed  him  all  the 
way  from  the  tent.  Not  knowing  this,  Bradley 
quickly  swirled  around,  wacking  Laid  in  the  face. 
"Wow!"  Laid  yelled.  Bradley  put  his  fingers  to  his 
lips.  "I  heard  those  men,"  Laid  whispered,  "I  heard 
everything.  They  know  we  know  about  the  blood; 
what  are  we  going  to  do?"  Bradley  put  his  fingers  to 
his  lips  again  and  he  motioned  to  Bradley  to  follow 
him  toward  the  truck.  "Those  two  stupid  idiots  left 
the  door  open  to  their  truck,"  Bradley  snickered. 
"Wow!"  Bradley  gasped  at  the  sight  of  the  switch- 
board. 

Laid  curiously  lifted  the  lid  to  the  cooler. 
"AAAAAHHHHH! ! ! ! ! "  Laid  and  Bradley  screamed  in 
terror.  A  body  was  lying  in  a  big  box  of  ice  and  on 
the  body  was  a  piece  of  paper  with  this  message: 
"Carolyn  Cool  cheated  on  my  brother,  Jack,  and 
paid  the  consequences.  R.I.P." 

Well,  the  men  must  have  heard  the  scream 
because  the  trespasser  sign  was  blinking  red  as  the 
men  approached  the  truck.  Bradley  slammed  the 
back  doors  shut  and  started  the  truck.  The  two 
brothers  zoomed  all  the  way  to  the  police  station  in 
the  town  where  they  lived.  Once  the  police  heard 
about  the  men  and  saw  the  body,  they  realized  that 
these  men  were  the  most  wanted  men  in  the  world. 
For  their  findings,  the  boys  were  given  a  reward  of 
five  thousand  dollars  and  medals  of  honor. 

Even  though  the  boys  were  totally  different, 
they  were  the  best  detective  twin  team  ever! 
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Benjamin  Freemole 

Poison  Middle  School 
Poison  -  Grade  8 

He  Sat  Alone 

He  sat  alone. 
An  old  man  on  a  wooden  park  bench 
A  slight  smile  crossed  his  face, 
The  kind  of  smile  you  might  see  on  a  child 
Who  had  just  seen  his  first  snowfall. 
-Bewildered  and  Amazed- 

His  eyes  were  still 
The  eyes  of  a  young  man, 

Warm  and  bright. 
Ghostly  white  hair  hung 
Freely  touching  his  neck. 
His  hands  were  folded  gently  in  his  lap, 
As  if  praying. 
A  tan  trench  coat  hung  loosely  over 
His  shoulders  covering  his  shrunken  frame. 
His  face  was  aged  and  wrinkled. 
If  you  were  to  look  closely  enough 
You  could  see  that  each  wrinkle 

Might  represent  a  story. 
One  might  be  his  child's  birth. 
Another  the  loss  of  his  job, 
And  yet  another  the  death  of  his  wife. 
The  possibilities  were  endless. 


Elyn  Heyn 

Eureka  Jr.  High  School 
Eureka  -  Grade  7 

Painter  of  the  Skies 

I  see  the  sky  turn  black  to  gold, 
Under  my  ragged  brush, 
Turning  the  new  into  the  old, 
Painting  the  sunrise  flush. 

My  hand  moves  quickly, 
Changing  the  picture  seen, 
Bright  blue  to  a  sky  clouded  thickly. 
Painting  things  I  do  not  mean. 

My  brush  strokes  splash  color, 
Across  the  barren  sky, 
Bits  of  light,  bright  and  duller, 
Unknown  to  the  naked  eye. 

Others  may  think  I'm  odd, 
But  who  are  they  to  criticize? 
Pictures  painted  of  places  untrod, 
I  am  the  painter  of  the  skies. 


Artwork  by 

Josh  Anspach-Hanson 

West  High  School  / 
Billings  -  Grade  10  * 
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Kim  Urick  *  Powder  River  Co.  H.S.  *  Broadus  -  Grade  : 


Haley  Van  Heel 

Meadowlark  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  5 

Swish  Swish  Swish'N  Along 

Swish,  swish,  swish.  Dip,  dip.  Swish,  swish, 
swish.  Dot,  dot.  Here  I  go  again.  Dip,  dip. 
Swish,  swish,  swish.  Finished  with  that 
painting.  Now  I  get  a  break  again.  My  Master, 
Picasso,  uses  me  for  everything.  Not  just  to  paint 
with,  but  everything.  I  get  used  very  often!  I  work 
day  and  night  painting  my  bristles  off.  Sometimes  I 
even  have  to  be  stuck  in  his  mouth  when  he  uses 
me  as  silverware  for  soup.  He  soaks  the  soup  into 
my  bristles  and  sucks  on  me.  YUKK!  But  the  most 
cherishing  times  I  spend  here  are  the  times  I  spend 
with  my  acrylic  buddy,  Red.  When  I  touch  the  thick 
smooth  fluid  of  Red,  my  bristles  shiver  with  excite- 
ment. It's  so  relaxing.  Red,  the  acrylic  paint,  has 
spent  five  happy  years  with  me  and  my  Master 
Picasso.  He's  a  quality  acrylic! 

Well,  let's  talk  about  how  I  became  part  of  my 
Master's  life.  It  all  started  when  my  young  sixteen- 
year-old  Master  Picasso  was  walking  with  his  black 
Cocker  Spaniel  across  the  street  from  an  art  shop 


where  I  was.  Picasso  had  been  wanting  a  paint- 
brush for  as  long  as  he  could  remember.  He 
thought  maybe  he  could  get  a  paintbrush  then.  So 
he  ran  across  the  street,  the  wonderful  thought  of  a 
paintbrush  still  in  his  head,  and  ran  into  the  art 
shop.  He  anxiously  walked  over  to  the  paintbrush 
section.  Picasso  looked  at  the  other  paintbrushes 
studying  them  very  carefully,  but  when  he  looked  at 
me,  it  brought  a  smile  to  his  face,  so  he  obviously 
chose  me.  He  couldn't  wait  to  use  me!  He  bought 
me  without  wasting  time,  and  brought  me  home  in 
a  white  paper  bag  and  kept  me  forever  and  ever  and 
ever.  He  uses  me  like  crazy!  Well,  that's  how  I 
became  Picasso's  best  friend. 

Oh  no!  My  Master's  coming  over  here  right  now 
with  soup  and  no  silverware  utensils!  Oh  no!  He's 
going  to  use  me  as  one!  AAAAAAAAH!  Scoop, 
scoop,  gobble,  gobble,  scoop,  scoop,  gobble, 
gobble... 


Volume  6  •  Page  51 


1996  Signatures  from  Big  Sky 


li 

li 

!:  1 

'J 


mm 

1 

i| 

M 
mi 

life ! 

lag 
Ha 


pi 


1 


Garvin  E.  Leintz,  Jr. 

Rau  Elementary 
Sidney  -  Grade  2 

Forest 

Birds  flying  in  the  trees 
Wind  blowing 
Smoke  from  the  campfire 
Sticky  sweet  marshmallows 
Hot  by  the  fire 


Brady  Lawson 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 

Out-of-Bounds 

The  lights  above  the  ground 
shine  bright  on  the  packed  snow 
The  glare  of  its  reflection 
on  the  snow  nearly  blinds  me. 
I  am  getting  tired  of  skiing 
on  the  same  well-lit  run. 
I  want  to  go  elsewhere. 
I  want  to  go  where  there  are  no 
lights, 

where  the  snow  is  unpacked, 
and  drifted  deep  by  the  wind. 
I  want  to  go  where  the 
ski-patrol  chase  me 
as  I  tread  through  the  undisturbed 

powder. 

I  want  to  go  to  the  loneliness 
of  the  out-of-bounds. 

Cortni  Guesanburu 

Hillcrest  School 
Harlowton  -  Grade  5 


Moose 


A  moose  is  a  creature  to  behold, 
the  forest  they  are  a  sight  untold. 


In  the  fog  they  look  real  frightful; 
In  the  sunlight  they  look  real  mightful. 

They  are  as  fearless  as  a  beagle; 
They  have  the  eyes  of  an  eagle. 


Artwork  by 
Jenna  Fetters 

Helena  H.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  1 1 


A  moose  will  look  you  in  the  eye, 
Then  he  will  walk  off  and  leave  you  looking  at  the 

sky. 
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Felicite  McDonald 

St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  6 

On  Our  Own 

Once  again  we  are  on  our  own. 
Once  again  we  are  two  families 
not  one. 

Now  that  we  are  on  our  own  we 
must  learn  to  get  along  and  not 
fight  and  fuss  that  we  don't  all 
have  the  same  things. 
He  went  his  way  we  went  ours  and 
though  daddy's  girl  is  hurt  I 
hope  that  some  day  we  will  once 
again  be  a  family  a  happy  family 
with  lots  of  love  and  I  just  want 
to  say  daddy  please  come  home. 


Thaedra  Hall 

Columbia  Falls  High  School 
Columbia  Falls  -  Grade  1 1 


Papacita 


As  I  think  of  who  you  used  to  be, 

my  heart  wrenches, 

twists  into  a  ball  of  pain. 

Your  fury  and  rage 

harden  me  like  a  tattered  glove 

abandoned  to  the  weather. 

I  glance  around, 

see  your  presence  still  there.. 

A  woman,  children, 

crying  silent  tears  of  blood. 

Broken  hearts  shattered  almost 

beyond  recognition. 

The  wounded  silence  screams 

for  a  moment's  happiness. 

None  is  found. 

The  fear  of  your  return  unstrings. 
Eyes  of  smoldering  hate  watch 
you  storm  out  the  blackened  door. 
Lunging  daggers  of  confusion 
pierce  your  back. 
I  know  you  won't  return. 


Artwork  by 
Myckel  Shaw 

Lindennan  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 
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Kristin  Mari  Kradolfer 

Bozeman  H.S. 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 

EVERYTHING  AT  ONCE 


My  mind  is  a  blank  page 
absent  of  all  that  I  know. 

The  desperate  woman  on  the  edge  of  a  cliff, 
sits  in  nobody's  house,  writing  out  her  mind 

as  she  misses  him, 
her  methodical  ties  indigent  at  her  ankles, 
we  have  the  same  eyes. 

Somebody  drives  by 
while  sudden  flowers  and  mementos  emerge  delicately 
to  enclose  an  unfortunate  man 
who  dies  casually  on  the  side  of  the  road. 

Then  there  are  thousands  of  bees,  swarming  with  lust 
over  the  last  flower. 
It  is  gone  long  before  they 
reach  it,  apathetic  lips  consume  it  anyway 
and  take  away  its  beauty. 
There  is  infinite  beauty  in  dying. 


Another  cigarette  takes  another  body, 
and  then  there  are  more. 
Words  steal  the  others. 

We  are  masses  and  masses  and  masses. 
Together  we  are  nothing, 
and  alone  we  are  nothing. 
I  have  yet  to  meet  the  medium. 

I  have  been  scribbled  out 
and  rewritten  until  it  becomes  redundant. 

My  muteness  is  too  loud  and  I  am 
going  insane.  It's  too  near  to  see, 
and  my  words  are  with  the  rain 
as  she  falls  quietly  from  her  peak 
and  he  is  crushed  without  knowing  why. 

It  is  all  too  deafening. 


Artwork  by  Josh  DeBoer  •  Senior  High  *  Billings  -  Grade  1 1 
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Dave  Middleton 

Arrowhead  School 
Billings  -  Grade  5 

Huge  Shoe 
What  Do  You  Do? 

Huge  shoe, 
Huge  shoe, 

So  big 
On  the  floor. 
What  in  the  world  does  such  a  huge  shoe 
DO? 

Who  could  fit  in  and  walk 

In  a  shoe  so  vast? 
They  couldn't  be  very  small 
For  how  would  they  step 
left  and  right? 

Who  could  fit  inside 
A  shoe  so  wide??? 
A  shoe  so  tall??? 
I  think  I'll  try  it  on... 

Could  it  be? 
It  fits  me  very  well! 
In  this  shoe 
Whose  size  I  thought  I  knew, 
I  think  I'll  take  a  stroll  around. 


What's  that  I  see? 

A  little  guy 
A  smidgen 
Taller  than  a  pigeon 
Is  riding  on  my  shoe 
Shouting,  "Woo  Hoo" 
On  top  of  my  HUGE  SHOE. 


Artwork  by 
Annie  McMakin 

Colstrip  H.S. 
Colstrip  -  Grade  10 
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Tim  Ondrak 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  9 


Her 

As  I  walk  up  to  her. 
I  start  watching  her. 
Reading  a  book  about  her. 
Deep  in  concentration  thinking  other. 
Her  long  hands  turn  the  pages  about  her. 
Her  elegant  fingers  separate  pages  about  her. 
She  lies  down,  the  sky  above  her 
is  a  never  ending  ocean  of  her. 
"Hi,"  I  say  to  her. 

"Who  are  you?"  she  asks  me  thinking  of  her. 


Artwork  by 
Chris  Murphy 

Great  Falls  H.S. 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 
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Artwork  by 

Dana  Deininger 

Helena  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 


Nick  Magnus 

Plentywood  Middle  School 
Plentywood  -  Grade  8 

The  Hit 

The  cold,  early  morning  air 
Hear  the  coyotes  howl  in  the  distance  a 
The  long,  quiet  ride  to  the  lake 
Hear  the  dim  sound  of  the  radio 
And  wonder  if  you  will  get  the  big  one  today. 
Sit  on  the  freezing  seats  of  the  boat 
Roaring  down  the  glassy  watered  lake 
Curl  up  into  a  ball  as  the  icy  air  pierces  your  skin. 
Finally,  you're  there. 
Dropping  the  bait  down  into  water 

I  wonder,  "Could  this  be  the  worm  that  catches  the  big  one?" 
I  freeze  because  I  have  a  hit 

Setting  the  hook  is  when  I  feel  that  he  is  the  one  that  goes  through  my 
dreams 

My  arms,  with  veins  bulging  out 

The  buckets  of  sweat  pouring  out  of  my  forehead 

The  strain  of  muscles  and  the  line 

"Snap",  he  is  gone. 

Disappointed,  I  reel  what's  left  of  the  frayed  piece  of  line 

Dropping  it  back  into  the  lake  I  say,  "I'm  going  to  get  him,  oh  yes,  I'm  going 

to  get  him." 
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Jenna  Rakes 

Grandey  School 
Terry  -  Grade  6 


Sunset 

The  blazing  sun  gently  glides 
Over  the  mountain  so  white. 
To  my  left  is  a  small  town, 
The  mountains  are  to  my  right. 

Creatures  scurry  to  their  homes, 
They  are  running  left  and  right. 
Birds  stop  calling,  flowers  close, 
Sadly  they  are  out  of  sight. 

So  still,  now  the  wind  has  stopped, 
The  sky  is  no  longer  bright. 
All  life  seems  to  now  stand  still, 
Land  is  blanketed  with  white. 

The  sun  has  just  winked  at  me, 
In  the  fading  yellow  light. 
Light  surrenders  to  darkness, 
It  has  just  whispered  good  night. 


Bridgit  Swenson 

Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  1 1 

The  Plains 

The  hills  go  on  forever. 

There  is  no  tree  in  sight. 

Wash-outs  are  at  the  bottom  of  a  hill. 

A  bird  soars  through  the  air  with  might. 

The  smell  of  earth  is  familiar. 

The  taste  is  kind  of  sweet. 

The  ground  is  dry  with  spots  of  grass. 

The  creek  banks  are  real  steep. 

A  single  tumbleweed  rolls  across  the  plains 
And  I  wonder  where  it's  been. 
A  small  cloud  of  dust  stirs  up. 
Where  will  it  stop  and  when? 
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Artwork  by 
Beth  Nitzel 

Harlowton  Jr.  High 
Harlowton  -  Grade  £ 


Christina  Wilcox 

Colstrip  High  School 
Colstrip  -  Grade  12 

Headlines 

Headlines 

They  scream  at  us, 

Daring  to  look  away: 

"Mother  Kills  Her  Children" 

"Prison  Guard  Rapes  Inmate  Woman" 

Where  will  it  stop? 

A  commercialization  of  pain 

Sweeping  through  the  media  of  our  nation. 

Morbid  "human  interest"  stories 

Fill  our  newspapers  and  magazines 

Did  anyone  stop  to  think 

That  the  public  doesn't  always  have  the  right  to 
know? 

Pain  is  personal, 
Not  something  to  be  sold, 
So  why  all  the  headlines 
And  stories  that  should  not  be  told? 


Kamey  Kapp 

Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  8 

Haiku 

Tears  flow  down  my  cheeks 
As  a  memory  returns 
With  abounding  pain 
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Kari  Kruse 

Billings  West  High  School 
Billings  -  Grade  1 1 

I  Hear  Manhattan  Singing 

I  hear  Manhattan  singing,  the  varied  carols  I  hear, 

From  those  of  Wall  Street  money-makers  to  those  of  42nd  Street  money- 
takers,  each  one  singing  his  as  it  should  be,  crowded  and  free, 

The  broker  singing  on  his  way  to  the  Stock  Market  as  he  confidently 
glances  at  Dow  Jones, 

The  scalper  on  his  way  to  the  Black  Market 
as  he  carefully  glances  at  John  Doe, 

The  tourist  singing  waiting  in  the  line  leading  up  the  Statue's  great  arm, 
vigorously  declaring  his  allegiance  to  America, 

The  dealer  singing  poisoning  the  line  leading  up  the  stoner's  weak  arm, 
vehemently  declaring  his  animosity  toward  America, 

The  actor  singing  "Why  God  Why?"  in  his  pleading  voice  for  the 
production  of  Miss  Saigon, 

The  veteran  singing  "Why  God  Why?"  in  his  pleading  voice  for  the  destruction  of  Saigon, 

The  chorus  of  car  horns,  the  myriad  of  language,  the  drone  of  the  sirens, 
the  confusion  and  the  uncertainty  of  this  city. 

The  estranged  song  of  an  innocent  child,  filling  the  smog  with 
spirit  and  soul. 

The  deranged  song  of  an  adolescent  mother,  filling  the  smog  with 
sadness  and  sorrow, 

Each  singing  what  belongs  to  him  or  her  and  to  none  else, 

The  day  what  belongs  to  the  day — the  night  what  belongs  to  the  night. 

Singing  with  open  mouths  their  strong  and  serious  songs. 


Artwork  by 
Adam  Loeffler 

Whittier  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 
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Chad  Armstrong 

C.  M.  Russell  High  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 


Artwork  by 
Jeff  Sattler 

Cascade  School 
Cascade  -  Grade  7 


Everything  to  Reality 
Squared 

Everything 

Isn't  as  bad 

As  it  always  seems 

If  evil  is  the 

Root  of  all  problems 

There  is  half  the  answer 

Because  Everything 

Isn't  as  grave 

As  it  seems  to  be 

Don't  search  for 

So  much  meaning 

Because  Everything 

Isn't  as  deep 

As  it's  supposed  to  be 

I  write  this  without  feeling 

Because  I  haven't  felt 

I  can  whine,  moan  and  relate 

But  it's  just  my  imagination 

'Cause  everything  isn't  so  real 

As  you  hope  it  would  be 

This  isn't  so  much 

And  I  don't  make  it  so 

Because  if  you  have  to  think 

Everything  is  useless. 
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Jennifer  Keebler 

Billings  Christian  School 
Billings  -  Grade  12 


There  was  a  man  who  had  a  dream 

That  roused  him  from  his  bed. 

The  dream  plagued  him  throughout  the  night 

And  danced  within  his  head. 


A  horrid  dream  it  was,  indeed. 
Of  famine,  fear,  and  doubt; 
Dark  images  of  past  wars  and  pain 
That  sleep  could  not  drive  out. 

"If  I  only  could  have  been  there, 

The  violence  would  not  be! 

I  would  have  helped  the  hungry!  he  cried. 

"Away  with  poverty!" 

These  noble  statements  warmed  his  heart, 
For  of  course  he  could  not  be 
Where  past  wrongs  existed  years  ago 
In  a  degenerate  society. 

The  dream  still  occupied  his  thoughts 

As  he  went  to  work  that  day. 

"I  would  have  stopped  the  violence,  I'm  sure, 

If  I'd  lived  in  that  day." 

Suddenly  the  air  was  torn 
With  bullets  that  round  him  shied. 
He  ran  and  cowered  behind  a  tree, 
The  only  place  to  hide. 


Artwork  by 
Misty  Jepson 

Helena  H.S. 
Helena  -  Grade  10 


When  the  air  had  cleared,  he  noted 
That  the  bullet's  angry  source 
Was  children  with  guns — on  his  own  street! 
He  sighed,  "Times  are  getting  worse." 

Throughout  the  day  he  mused 
About  the  hungry  in  his  dream. 
"Had  I  been  there  to  feed  the  lost, 
How  different  things  would  seem!" 

Yet  on  his  way  to  lunch  that  day 
He  passed  many  hungry  hordes. 
"Will  Work  For  Food"  was  crudely  written 
On  tattered  paper  boards. 


"But  the  poverty  of  which  I  dreamt! 
That  was  surely  the  worst!" 
Yet  on  his  way  home  in  the  dark  that  night 
He  tightly  clutched  his  purse. 

I  wonder  why  we  quickly  judge 
When  reading  history 
Those  who  did  nothing  in  time  of  need. 
During  war  and  poverty. 

The  times  in  which  we  live 
We're  afraid  to  let  our  children  see; 
But  we're  content  to  wait  awhile 
And  let  it  be  their  history. 
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Artwork  by 
Ryan  Beck 

C.M.Russell  H.S. 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  11 


Artwork  by 
Jake  Noble 

Three  Forks  H.S. 
Three  Forks  -  Grade 


Carly  Kleinert 

Sunburst  Elementary 
Sunburst  -  Grade  5 

The  Truth  of  What  Happened 

When  you  hear  the  stories  of  the  Holocaust, 
About  all  the  killings  and  lives  that  were  lost, 
Jews  that  wore  purple  stars  and  just  rags, 
Bodies  that  were  hauled  off  in  old,  black  bags, 
Smoke  that  poured  out  of  ovens  so  black 
Of  bodies  piled  carelessly  like  a  firewood  stack, 
The  fences  of  wire  with  sorrow  behind, 
And  hollow  faces  that  would  always  remind, 
Of  mothers  taking  their  own  babies'  lives, 
Of  weeping  husbands  taken  away  from  their  wives, 
Cattle  cars  that  were  filled  to  the  brim, 
Gunshots  that  made  everything  grim, 
Of  SS  officers  that  laughed  as  Jews  fell, 
It  was  simply  a  living  hell. 
Now  shame  hangs  on  Germany  like  a  shroud, 
The  guilt  caused  by  ancestors  lurks  like  a  cloud 
The  Holocaust  is  gone  and  Hitler  is  dead, 
But  horror  still  haunts  our  dreams  as  we  lie  in  our  beds 
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Raina  Victoria  Gough 

Longfellow  Academy 
Emigrant  -  Grade  9 

Memories 


Tkhe  small  girl's  eyes  welled  with  tears  as  she 
gazed  at  the  sorrowful  remnants  of  her 
dreamland  and  former  home.  Where  leafy 
apricot  trees  once  grew,  she  saw  only  gravel.  In 
place  of  the  tall  lemon  tree  that  the  fireflies  buzzed 
around,  she  stared  at  a  lonely,  dusty  space.  Embit- 
tered Dobermans  paced  along  the  fence,  where 
gorgeous  irises  and  brilliant  gladioli  once  bloomed. 
The  cheerful,  white  picket  fence  in  the  front  had 
disappeared  along  with  the  tall,  shady  trees.  Gone 
was  the  warm,  sunflower-yellow 
house;  the  walls  were  now  a  harsh 
blue,  reminding  her  of  a  prison.  As 
the  soft,  flower-scented  breeze 
wisped  the  girl's  brown  hair, 
she  was  thinking  back  to  a 
glorious  time  when  heaven 
was  a  reality,  and  paradise 
wasn't  paved... 

She  recalled  many  years  of 
a  fanciful  life,  waking  up  to  a 
bowl  of  blueberry  oatmeal,  with 
warm  sun  shining  through  lush 
leaves  into  a  pristine  garden. ..so 
many  things  to  do,  and  yet 
enough  time  to  do  all  of  them, 
like  swinging  on  the  swings, 
playing  in  the  sandbox,  making 
delicious  mud  pies,  running 
through  the  sprinkler,  having  tea 
parties  with  her  dolls,  picnicking 
on  a  blanket  spread  on  the  lawn,  and 
smelling  flowers  to  be  picked  for  the  vase  on  the 
kitchen  table.  Such  good  memories,  walking  around 
the  yard  like  Eve,  picking  warm,  juicy  apricots, 
smelling  the  roses,  or  peeking  timidly  at  the  scary 
dog  next  door. 

The  yard  itself  was  delightful.  Many  kinds  of 
fruit  trees  -  apricot,  pear,  persimmon,  plum,  apple 
and  lemon  -  graced  the  garden  with  an  air  of  age- 
old  knowledge,  elegance,  and  bright,  fruity  deli- 
ciousness.  What  a  wonderful  feeling,  to  just  step 
out  of  the  house  and  pick  a  lemon  and  suck  on  it! 
They  were  sour  and  sweet  at  the  same  time.  A 
shady  corner  of  the  yard  overflowed  with  lush 
clover.  Here  she  spent  much  time  searching  for  a 
four-leaf  clover.  This  emerald,  dew-covered  foliage 
intertwined  with  the  strong  but  graceful  roses 
which  perfumed  the  air  with  their  sweet  fragrance. 
She  remembered  the  brick  barbecue  pit  and  eve- 


nings  of  fun  spent  round  it,  grilling  chicken  and  hot 
dogs. 

A  cement  path  ran  down  the  middle  of  the  yard. 
The  lawn  on  either  side  was  lush  and  green.  She 
learned  how  to  ride  her  bike  on  this  lawn.  She 
remembered  angrily  throwing  down  her  pink  bike 
and  running  into  the  house  because  she  kept 
falling;  then  the  triumphant  day  when  she  actually 
teetered  down  the  path,  holding  her  balance.  This 
was  the  same  path  where  she  used  to  proudly 
strut,  wearing  long,  fancy  dress-up  clothes,  wobbly 
high-heeled  shoes  and  enough  adornments  to  put 
the  crown  jewels  to  shame. 

The  garden,  beyond  the  lawn  and  path  and 
behind  the  fruit  trees,  yielded  many  vegetables  - 
tomatoes,  squash,  peas,  beans  and  many  others. 
There,  too,  purply-blue  morning  glories  rose  and  set 
with  the  sun.  An  old  wood  shed  stood  in  the  far 
right  corner  of  the  garden.  An  old  raccoon  lived 
beneath  the  floor.  Flowers  abounded  along  the  tall 
wood  fence  -  bright  marigolds  and  gladioli, 

sunflowers  and  daisies.  On  the  yellow 
walls  of  the  house  clung 
snails,  slimy  little  creatures. 
She  was  sure  they  never 
moved,  but  in  the  morning 
they  were  in  a  different 
place. 

Then  there  was  the 
grapevine.  The  grapes  were  so 
yummy.  She  thought  they 
tasted  just  like  wine,  even 
though  shed  never  had 


d  M.  Lamb 


Ray  Bjork  Elem 
Helena  -  Grade  3 


it.  The  thick,  curly  vines 
grew  up  an  old  trellis, 
and  entwined  about  the 
branches  of  a  tall 
willow  tree.  Beneath 
the  trellis  and  tree,  worm-like  roly-polies  crawled 
along  the  patio.  When  the  patio  was  hosed  off,  they 
ran  into  the  cracks  to  get  their  precious,  tiny  eggs. 
She  liked  these  little  bugs  and  put  them  in  lovely, 
luxury  homes,  that  is,  in  boxes,  with  plenty  of 
dandelions,  grass  and  leaves,  along  with  a  little 
bowl  of  water.  You  would  think  that  anybody  would 
like  this  better  than  a  slimy,  mildewy  crack,  but 
those  silly  things  died!  She  could  never  understand 
it... 

What  the  girl  remembered  was  no  longer  here. 
The  growling  of  the  Dobermans  brought  her  back  to 
reality.  She  was  sad  and  a  little  bit  angry.  Years 
later,  she  consoled  herself  with  the  idea  that  if  the 
new  owners  moved  in,  cut  down  everything  pretty 
in  the  yard,  every  sign  of  color  or  life,  it  was  just 
their  different  perspective.  They  just  didn't  have  the 
same  love  of  nature  and  beauty  as  she  did. 
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Mary  Jo  Larsen 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 

If  you  see  a  puddle 
do  you  jump  in  it 
Splashing, 
I  do 

And  if  you  see  dry  leaves 
do  you  walk  through  them 
Crunching 
I  do 

And  when  it  rains 
do  you  run  outside 
and  Dance 

Or  when  it  snows  do  you 
hurry  and  catch  on  your  tongue 
Snowflakes 

And  when  your  song  comes  on 
do  you  sing  along  and  play 
Air  guitar 
I  do 


And  whenever  the 
fancy  finds  me, 
I  fly 


Artwork  by 


Tyler  West 


Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  6 
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Scott  Lenz 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula-  Grade  9 


Shandra  Thrams 

Rau  Elementary 
Sidney  -  Grade  2 

The  Country 

Horses  running 

Trucks  zooming  past 

Fresh  wet  rain 

Corn  on  the  cob 

The  soft  nose  of  a  newborn  calf. 


Living  Off  the  Fat  of  the  Land 

I  wake  up  and  smell 

the  air,  the  smell 

of  bacon  like  an  ocean 

filled  with  salt. 

I  can  already  taste 

the  crispy  brown  strips. 

Rushing  to  the  kitchen 

I  leap  into  the  chair, 

just  to  see  the  last  piece 

being  eaten  by  my  big  fat  brother. 

I  have  wasted  my  life. 


Chad  Taylor  *  Linderman  School  •  Kalispell  -  Grade  7 
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Heidi  Wiedenheft 

Glasgow  Middle  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  6 

Theater 

Do  you  like  theater?  Well  I  do,  and  I  would  like 
to  tell  you  about  it. 

I  come  in  the  theater  early  to  get  on  my 
costume.  I  put  on  my  make-up,  and  do  my  hair. 

Now  that  I  am 
ready,  I  have  to 
sit  backstage  and 
wait  for  the 
audience  to  come 
in.  As  the  first 
person  comes  in, 
my  stomach 
starts  to  rise,  and 
now  I  think  I 
have  little  baby 
butterflies.  The 
crowd  starts  to 
grow,  my  insides 
begin  to  flow  as 
the  butterflies  get 
bigger  and  bigger. 

I  take  a  deep 
breath  and  try  to 
remember  my 
lines.  As  the 
crowd  grows,  it 
gets  very  hard  to 
concentrate.  It's 
like  there  are 
millions  of 
different  kinds  of 
birds  all  trying  to 
communicate, 
but  they  all  seem 
to  have  a 
different 
language.  The 
room  fills  with 
the  aroma  of 
sweet  and  sour 
lollipops  and  the 
smell  of  buttery 
popcorn. 

Finally,  they 
are  all  settled  and 
the  show  can  begin.  The  lights  start  to  dim.  I'm 
sitting  there,  in  the  dark,  all  by  myself.  All  of  a 
sudden,  my  heart  begins  to  pound  loudly  in  my 
chest,  I  hope  no  one  else  can  hear  it.  I  go  over  my 
lines  once  more,  and  pray  that  I  don't  make  a 


mistake.  Then  the  stage  lights  come  on  and  the 
music  begins. 

I  go  out  on  the  stage  and  I  can't  believe  my  eyes, 
the  whole  place  is  packed  with  people  of  all  sizes 

and  ages.  I 
start  to  say 
my  part  and 
do  the  best  I 
can,  and  pray 
that  it  pays 
off  in  the  end. 

The 
other  actors 
start  to  come 
on  stage.  The 
stage  that 
was  once 
peaceful,  is 
now  filled 
with  many 
voices  from 
booming  to 
soft,  from 
mellow  to 
shrill.  After  I 
relax  a  bit, 
the  show 
begins  to  flow. 
What  was  to 
take  hours, 
has  now 
turned  into 
minutes. 
Before  I  know 
it,  I  have  gone 
off  the  stage 
and  am  ready 
to  go  back  on, 
to  bid  the 
crowd  good 
bye. 

As  I 
grab  the 
hands  of  the 
others  and 
run  out  on  stage,  the  crowd  stands  up  and 
applauds  like  thunder. 

I  go  back  stage  and  take  off  my  costume  and 
make-up.  As  I  leave,  the  aromas  of  sweat  and  sour 
lollipops  and  buttered  popcorn  still  linger  in  the  air. 


Artwork  by  Bill  Lahr  *  Great  Falls  H.S.  *  Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 
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Shawna  Wheeler  *  Flathead  H.S.  *  Kalispell  -  Grade  10 


STUDENT  WRITINGS  from  the 
MONTANA  ARTS  COUNCIL  ARTISTS-IN-SCHOOLS/COMMUNITIES  PROGRAM  1995-96 

The  Montana  Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/Community  Program  section  features  student  work  done  in 
classrooms  during  a  residency  with  a  visiting  writer  in  the  school.  MAC  administers  this  program  and 
supports  half  of  the  cost  of  visiting  artists.  For  more  information  on  this  program,  contact  the  Montana 
Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/Community  Program,  316  N  Park  Ave.,  Room  252,  Helena,  MT  59620, 
406-444-6430. 

The  artists  who  did  writing  workshops  with  the  students  in  this  section  are: 
Lowell  Jaeger  St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 

Bozeman  High  School 

Melissa  Kwasny  Bryant  Elementary,  Helena 

Ruth  Rudner  Bozeman  High  School 

Cas  Still  Irving  Elementary,  Bozeman 

Susan  Terence  Park  City  Elementary 

Park  City  High  School 

West  Elementary,  Laurel 
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Holly  Zaiko 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 

A  Backpack  As  Your  Confidant 

Entering  a  different  world  when 

You  walk  through  the  doors 
Circles  of  friends,  acquaintances,  enemies 
A  small  capsule  of  the  "real  world" 
News  of  parties,  break-ups,  romances 
Delving  into  classes,  but  really 

Studying  the  people  seated  around  you 
A  whole  different  side  of  life  where 

Hurt  and  happiness  of  acceptance 

Or  non-acceptance 
Can  change  you 

The  same  friend  through  the  years 

The  crammed  locker  you  share 
Decorated  with  your  teenage  knickknacks 

The  hushed  conversations  of  first  times 

And  the  laughter  at  insane  memories, 
Treasured  feelings  and  confidential 
Outpourings  of  the  heart 

You  travel  through  those  years  with  your 
Backpack  as  your  confidant 

And  your  notebooks  as  your  memory. 


Sunnyside  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  5 
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Kelly  Pohl 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 

Galaxies 

No  matter 

how  fast  your  car  drives 
the  light  from  the  stars  is  still 
millions  of  light  years  away 
and 

no  matter 

how  slow  your  kiss  is 
it  will  end, 

but  the  universe  will  never  be 
finite. 
And  I  am 
a- 
live 
and  a- 
lone 

no  matter  how  many  cities  on  Earth 
because  I  will  never  touch  a  star. 

So  who  do  you  think  you  are, 

looping  my  thoughts  away  from  Galaxy  to 

come 

around  to  you 
around  to  you 
to  you? 


Artwork  by 
Jacob  Marcinek 

Great  Falls  H.S. 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 
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Kelsey  Clark 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

Me 

My  head  is  as  wide  as  Walmart,  and 

my  mouth  is  half  the  size. 

My  nails  are  pink  and  red. 

I  can  run  as  fast  as  a  Bengal  tiger. 

My  teeth  are  as  white  as  a  blank  piece  of  paper. 

My  feet  are  as  big  as  a  shark. 

My  hair  is  as  long  and  brown  as  the 

front  of  a  broomstick. 

My  nose  is  as  big  as  a  thumb. 

My  tongue  is  as  pink  as  a  Kleenex. 

My  belly  has  a  country  the  size  of  a  town  in  it. 

My  eyebrows  are  like  soft  eagles'  nests. 

My  brain  is  as  big  as  a  quarter  of  Walmart. 

My  skeleton  is  a  white  as  a  snow  leopard. 

My  veins  are  black  and  blue. 

My  blood  is  as  red  as  a  leaf  in  the  fall. 

My  arms  can  reach  one  million  inches  away. 

My  spirit  is  like  a  bird  gliding  in  the  open  sky. 

My  feelings  fill  my  whole  body. 

My  soul  is  as  big  as  the  ocean. 

My  breath  is  neat  to  watch  when  it  is  cold. 


Artwork  by 
Amber  Lippel 

Lincoln  Elementary 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


Kathryn  Deas 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  5 

Whale 

The  sound  of  a  beluga  haunts  the  arctic 
A  killer  whale  stalks  the  salmon. 
Dolphin's  spirit  battles  a  hurricane. 

This  is  all  inside  of  me. 
The  white  whale  hides  from  butchers. 
A  humpback  gives  birth  to  young. 
Great  blue  whales  swim  to  the  deep. 

This  is  all  inside  of  me. 


Artioorlc  by 
Chad  Peterson 

Lithe. id  H.S. 

Kalispell  -  Grade  11 
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Logan  Jackson 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

My  Brother 

My  brother  is  a  book  all 
rusted  and  undusted 
because  he  reads  a  lot. 
My  brother  is  a  magnet 
because  he  gets  stuck 
watching  TV 
My  brother  is  as  tough 
as  a  grizzly  when  we  play 
football.  When  he  gets  mad, 
he  invades  my  room. 


Artwork  by 
Libby  Gunter 

Whittier  Elementary 
Butte  -  Grade  6 


Tessa  Ellison 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 


My  Sister 

My  sister  is  king  of  beasts. 
My  sister  is  sour  milk. 
My  sister  is  a  shark! 


My  sister  is  fire 

and  I'm  the  house  that  got 

burned  by  my  sister. 

My  sister  is  Grumpy  on  Snow  White 

My  sister  is  a  pine  tree 

that  pokes  me  and  she  is  tall 

as  a  pine  tree. 


John  Borske 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

About  My  Family 

My  dad  is  a  beautiful  flower 

blooming  away. 

My  mom  is  a  rose  blooming. 

My  sister  is  a  bear. 

My  brothers  are  bears 

with  an  attitude. 

My  grandma  is  a  killer  bee 

When  she  is  mad  at  me. 
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Ashley  Foster 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 

My  Temper 

My  temper  is  as  bad  as  going  on  a  very  long  ride.  I  run  and  run  but  my  temper  won't  fly 
away.  So  I  will  give  my  temper  to  someone  else.  Yes,  my  worst  enemy!  Then  I'll  run  away, 
away  to  France,  so  my  temper  won't  come  back  and  if  my  temper  does,  I'll  cook  and  cook  it 
'til  it  is  gone.  I'll  cook  my  temper  in  a  teakettle  and  serve  my  temper  to  my  enemy! 
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Artwork  by 

Stephani  Fleming 

Clinton  Elementary 
Clinton  -  Grade  6 


Alice  Yim 

Park  City  High  School 
Park  City  -  Grade  12 

My  heart  is  autumn's  red  leaves 

which  is  falling  down  in  your  winter's  wind 

My  heart  is  winter's  snow 

which  is  melting  in  your  spring's  sunlight 

My  heart  is  spring's  rainbow 

which  is  showing  in  your  summer's  blue  sky 

My  heart  is  summer's  rain 

which  is  disappearing  in  your  autumn's  dryness. 


Shanna  Butts 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  4 


The  Little  Monster 

I  once  was  a  one  year  old,  all  cuddly  and  cute. 
I  was  as  soft  as  a  puppy's  tummy. 
My  hair  was  as  silky  as  a  silkworm. 

That  all  changed  when  the  drooling,  spitting  monster  came. 
What  was  so  cute  about  drooling? 
You  could  go  see  a  dog  do  that. 
No  one  knew  how  abandoned  I  felt. 

So  I  ran  through  the  crowd  and  hugged  the  little  monster. 
Then  all  the  "how  cute!"  was  back  to  me! 


Artwork  by 
Isaac  Opper 

Lewis  and  Clark  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  2 
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Aaron  Spreier 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  5 

Inside  Me 

Inside  me  is  a  ripping  tornado 
and  a  3.5  liter  V6  engine 
a  4-speed  automatic 
transmission  Plymouth 
PROWLER  and  a  cheetah 
that  can  always  catch  his  prey! 
I  am  also  a  sweet,  kind,  loving 
person.  Then  I  turn  back  into 
a  1993  Camaro  Z28,  a  5.7  liter 
V8  engine  with  multi-port 
fuel  injection  that  delivers 
275  horsepower  at  500  RPMs. 
A  new  6-speed  manual 
transmission. 


Tony  Eatinger 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

All  About  Me 

My  soul  is  like  a  ghost  with  chains 

and  my  spirit  is  like  a  wild  mustang. 

My  blood  pumps  as  fast  as  a  car  pumps  gas. 

My  mind  goes  wild  sometimes. 

My  smile  could  win  a  contest 

and  my  eyes  are  as  brown  as  a  marker. 

My  hair  is  like  shaded  spider  webs. 

My  ears  are  as  big  as  an  elephant. 

My  fingernails  are  as  bright  as  the  sun 

and  my  hands  look  like  pancakes. 

My  arms  are  like  branches  with  leaves. 
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Ashley  Foster 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 


Ashley  Has  Lots  On  Her 

My  shoes  are  like  a  black  sky  with  a  rainbow. 

My  sweat  suit  is  like  the  purple  in  the  rainbow. 

My  sox  are  like  a  tired  pony  falling  down  asleep. 

My  hair  looks  like  lots  of  snakes  hanging  down  to  leap. 


Artwork  by 
Skyler  Ybarra 

Lockwood  School 
Billings  -  Grade  4 


Artwork  by 
Doug  Weed 

Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  6 


Ryan  Waters 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  4 


I  Used  To 

I  used  to  sleep  with  rock  hard  toys 
That's  when  I  was  really  small 
I  used  to  climb  the  hanging  plants 
and  tear  them  off  the  wall 
When  I  was  small  I  rode  my  cats 
But  now  I'm  big  and  growing  tall  fast 
At  last! 
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Artwork  by 
Jenny  Pervais 


Darby  Elementary 
Darby  -  Grade  2 


Jamie  Wolf 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  4 


Instructions  for  Sleep 

Turn  off  the  lights  and  shut  the  door. 
Put  marshmallows  in  your  ears. 
Pull  the  floor  over  your  head. 
Make  you  look  as  big  as  a  bear. 
Shoot  your  sister's  light  with  a  gun. 

Put  pillows  over  your  feet  and  the  covers  over  your  head. 
Take  your  goldfish  out  of  his  fish  tank  and  sleep  with  him. 
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Jessica  Kreitinger 

West  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  5 

Family  Tree 

In  the  leaves  of  my  tree 
my  little  sister  Melissa  is  having 
a  wedding  with  her  Barbies 
on  a  hot  summer  day. 

In  the  branches  of  my  tree 
my  monstrous  dad,  Thomas, 
is  working  on  a  petite  stereo. 

In  the  trunk  of  my  tree 

my  mom,  Marcia,  is  making  turkey. 

The  sweet  aroma  fills  the  air. 

In  the  roots  of  my  tree 

my  grandmother  and  grandfather  play  pool, 
my  grandfather  saying  "Yes!" 

Artwork  by 

Tamarjo  Schliep 

Poison  H.S. 
Poison  -  Grade  10 
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Artwork  by 
Ashton  Phillips 

North  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  8 


Abby  Swanson 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 


Dwellings 


I couldn't  say  it  yesterday,  I  couldn't  admit  it.  It 
is  only  now  after  everything  has  happened  that 
I  can  think.  It  is  the  dandelions  that  cause  me 
to  remember.  I  guess  that  is  good,  I  forget  about  my 
memory.  It  is  when  my  eyes  barely  open,  and  my 
thoughts  are  frozen  that  all  is  gone.  But  I  don't 
think  any  of  us  care.  And  so  we  are  sucked  into 
this  game  of  brain-washed  players.  I  guess  I  will  tell 
you  about  it. 

There  was  never  a  beginning.  I  only  know  this, 
this  existence  of  now.  The  reality  of  tomorrow,  and 
his  games.  He  is  silent,  his  little  boy  stare  con- 
sumes the  truth,  and  we  are  watching.  We  are 
sitting  in  a  circle,  trying  to  weave  in  our  dreams, 
but  we  are  growing  empty.  He  was  only  the  first  to 
go,  and  will  not  be  the  last.  And  yet,  we  are  all 
aware  of  the  lurid  fascination  with  life.  We  share  in 
it,  we  drown  in  it.  It  is  the  chemicals  that  weave  it 


together,  and  we  are  caught  in  its  mesh.  No  longer 
carved  in  stone,  our  dreams  now  flicker,  hazy,  as  if 
the  weather  was  bad.  But  it  is  our  choices  that 
create  this,  and  we  are  causing  the  end. 

Black  lights  dim,  and  our  shadows  creep  out, 
dancing  in  the  green  fields,  left  alone.  Now  she  has 
joined  him,  the  girl  with  the  hole  in  her  shoulder, 
their  blank  eyes  mutely  dimmed,  drained  in  time. 
They  sit,  dwelling  in  apathy,  with  no  solidity  to 
grasp.  Still,  the  smoke  spirals  upwards,  determined 
to  convert  us  all.  But  no  opinions,  they  matter  not, 
give  them  away.  That  is  what  we  have  all  done  now, 
it  is  surprising  how  little  it  all  matters. 

And  now  we  start  to  feel  the  collective  void 
forming,  the  vagueness  drives  through  us,  like 
icicles  in  the  summer.  An  impossible  reality,  and 
the  graceful  one  is  gone.  His  beautiful  soul  flickered 
once  too  many  times,  and  then  it  went  out.  There  is 
no  cure  for  silence,  we  have  no  solution  to  grasp. 
The  clock  is  our  our  master,  we  are  living  out  of 
time. 

Maybe  we  all  should  go  back  to  kindergarten, 
and  memorize  our  addresses.  Make  everything 
transparent  again.  Thaw  out  our  minds,  throw 
away  the  debris.  But  nothing  is  that  simple,  we  are 
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so  objective,  even  I,  but  we  are  all  caught.  And  so 
there  is  no  revenge,  life  has  had  the  last  laugh.  I 
guess  it  is  like  the  rain.  Dead  items,  continually 
falling,  never  quite  making  it  back  to  where  they 
were. 

Next,  that  girl,  the  one  with  her  shadowed 
mind,  vanished.  And  all  the  Breesa  dancers  left. 
And  the  music  still  played,  and  everything  seemed  a 
little  more  empty.  I  guess  it  always  happens.  It  is 
foggy  outside,  and  my  homework  is  done.  Not  a 
thing  in  my  way.  I  suppose  it  is  the  farmer  in  the 
dell.  Don't  you  wonder  sometimes  what  we  are  all 
doing  here?  Just  working  out  our  little  insane 
games,  to  play  on  what  is  left  of  our  minds. 

I  am  cold  now.  It  seems  as  if  I  am  always  cold.  I 
guess  it  is  more  an  emptiness  that  makes  me 
shiver.  I  think  maybe  it  is  a  trade-off  on  tears.  As  if 
it  matters.  Specter  in  silence,  repeat  your  time,  sing 
your  song.  Tell  us  why,  because  the  boredom 
engulfs  it,  all  creativity.  Spiral-bound  dementia. 
Maybe  we  need  to  move  back  to  my  butterfly  world. 
Where  simplicity  is  spelled  in  sunshine,  and  we 
know  everything.  Not  like  now,  when  it  doesn't 
matter.  But  I  understand  my  smoke-fiend  friend. 
One  step  behind,  and  two  steps  above.  He  sacrificed 
us  for  it,  and  we  couldn't  understand  enough  to 
find  out  why.  Or  maybe  the  prospect  hit  too  close  to 
home.  It  does  now. 

Creak.  My  mind  is  rusty,  and  jumps  around, 
splashing  in  pools  of  acid,  but  brightly  colored, 
glinting  in  the  sun.  I  think  we  are  all  dwelling  in  a 
surrealist  dream.  Gaudy  whispers  echo  continually, 
I  wish  I  knew  if  they  were  real.  But  it  hurts  to 
drown,  there  is  no  air,  and  breathing  doesn't  hap- 


pen, and  blackness  vanishes.  Only  green  is  appar- 
ent. How  pathetic  it  all  is,  let's  prolong  our  exist- 
ence for  a  pocketful  of  rye.  Too  bad  we  have  already 
killed  the  blackbirds. 

I  am  going  now,  spiraling  in  monochrome 
realities.  Our  thoughts  have  been  dulled,  our  fears 
nullified.  A  great  sweeping  peaceful  numbness  is 
present,  but  it  doesn't  matter.  The  dandelions  are 
beckoning  us  into  the  fields,  huge  open  skies,  and  a 
pocket  full  of  seeds.  But  there  is  still  one  person 
out  there,  he  sits  in  the  open  field,  his  thoughts 
hidden  beyond  his  glasses.  His  straight  blond  hair 
frames  his  green  eyes,  and  he  is  a  dreamer.  The 
contented  vagrant,  I  guess  he  is  what  we  couldn't 
be.  Happy. 


Artwork  by 

Jessie  Ann  Lowder 

Twin  Bridges  Schools 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  4 


Stephanie  Goodpaster 

West  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  5 


I'm  a  baseball,  basketball  playing  kind  of  kid. 

I'm  a  flannel  shirt  wearing,  watching  TV,  reading  kind  of  kid. 

I'm  a  stylin',  eating,  track  kind  of  kid. 

When  I  walk  down  the  street  people  stop  and  stare  kind  of  kid. 
Pencil  breaking,  neat,  cool  kind  of  kid. 

I'm  a  couch  sittin',  phone  usin',  playing,  peeking  in  hide  and  go  seek, 
cookie  baking  kind  of  kid! 
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Chantell  Azure 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  5 

Rain 

Rain  Rain  Rain  Jhevon  McMillan 

like  an  angel  sighing  tving  school 

it's  in  Control  Bozeman  -  Grade  3 

just  like  a  child 

it  whispers  softly  to  me  What  a  Cloud  Looks  Like 

it  s  like  a  prayer 

blue  like  an  ocean  A  cloud  is  like  cotton  in  the  sky 

it's  like  a  drum  It  looks  as  good  as  mashed  potatoes  and  pork 

that  can  t  keep  ancl  jt  js  as  shape-shifting  as  rabbit  ears, 
a  steady  beat. 


Artwork  by 

Hank  Hockaday 

Kennedy  Elem 
Butte  -  Grade  2 
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Artwork  by 

Jennalie  Stengle 

Mountain  View  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


Katharyn  Lowman 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Stop  Sign 

Today  someone  feels  like  a  stop  sign 
Noticed  for  its  dull  being 
When  a  car  drives  past  it  sees  a  flash  of  red 
Then  it  is  forgotten. 


Rankin  Seitz 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 

One  Great  Day 

To  find  one  million  dollars  -  that  would  be  a  great  day! 

To  find  concert  tickets  -  that  would  be  an  enormously  great  day  to  have. 

A  big  TV  with  an  18-inch  DSS  -  that  would  be  an  exciting  day! 

To  have  a  huge  house,  Olympic  size  pool  with  a  springboard  -  that  would  be  an  ecstatic  day! 
To  have  my  own  downhill  ski  resort  with  racing  equipment  -  that  would  be  the  best  day. 
But... I  just  woke  up. 
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Artwork  by 
Christina  Wilkes 

Sacajawea  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


Sara  Todd 

Irving  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 

Leo  My  Brother 

Since  the  day  he  was  born  'til 

his  last  birthday 

his  hair  has  been  as  white  as 

fresh  snow  falling  from  the  sky 

his  hands  are  so  tender  and  so  soft 

his  eyes  as  blue  as  the  oceans  on  a  sunny  day. 

I  don't  know  what  I  would  do 

without  him. 
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Artwork  by 

Dusty  Schuhmacher 

Turner  Public  School 
Turner  -  Grade  1 1 


Ann  Matney 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 

this  much  ground,  lost, 
between  implications  and 
tossed  or  solemn  inference- 
word  that  dwindles 
un  executed,  un  thought. 

Fugitive  thoughts  they  must  be 
-  surreptitious  - 

on  the  night  move  

walking  out  like  humid  finger  prints 
on  kitchen  tables. 


Fallible  machine,  losing  track  - 
wiry 

centrifugal  dark  thought  on  the  move 

working  hard  at 

laying  ground, 

any  thing  to  loose  itself,  to 

misfire  its  heart, 

mis  file  its  content. 
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Eldon  Umphrey  and  Louis  Fleming 

St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  8 

Script  for  FISH  (Trout  Radio) 

EU  -  This  is  Trout  Radio  on  FISH  900  AM,  Trout  Radio,  where  we  discuss  classic 
fishing  pieces  at  6:00  in  the  morning.  I'm  Eldon  Umphrey. 

LF  -  And  I'm  Louis  Fleming.  In  the  past  we  have  discussed  pieces  from  Norman 
McLean's  A  River  Runs  Through  It  to  Ernest  Hemingway's  The  Old  Man  and  the  Sea  here 
on  Trout  Radio.  Today  we  are  going  to  discuss  a  poem  by  Greg  Keeler. 

EU  -Greg  Keeler  was  born  in  Oklahoma  but  he  has  taught  English  and  Creative 
Writing  at  Montana  State  University  in  Bozeman.  His  writing  has  been  published  a  lot. 
His  most  recent  collection  of  poems  is  American  Falls  in  1987. 

LF  -  This  piece  is  about  the  world  of  a  trout  under  the  water.  Now  Eldon  is  going  to 
read  this  piece  entitled  "The  Glass  Trout". 


EU  -  The  Glass  Trout  by  Greg 
It  lies  over  the  rocks, 
Or  at  least  its  shadow  does. 
It  turns  to  feed, 
Or  at  least  its  refraction  does. 


but  the  shadow  beneath 
cannot  even  hide  behind  a  boulder 
so  it  moves  up  and  back 
under  the  hatch. 


Here  is  a  bright  window 
on  a  world  where 
everything  is  clear 
until  it  moves 
and  everything  moves. 

A  nose  breaks  the  surface 

in  a  circle  small  as 

a  bracelet  for  a  slender  wrist 


it  is  a  rock 

then  a  week  bed 

then  a  sunstruck  wave. 

Then  it  arches  out  into 
this  world 

where  everything  stops. 


LF  -  Thank  you,  Eldon.  What  do  you  see  in  this  poem? 

EU  - 1  see  a  trout  swimming  over  the  rocks.  He  is  blurry  so  you  can't  quite  see  him. 
I  think  he  is  looking  for  a  meal. 

LF  - 1  agree.  I  think  that  the  poet  is  telling  us  about  a  fish  trying  to  get  dinnerA 
EU  -  What  do  you  think  Greg  Keeler  is  trying  to  tell  us? 

LF  - 1  think  he  is  trying  to  say  that  a  trout's  world,  the  water,  is  totally  different  than 
the  world  of  us  humans,  the  land. 

EU  - 1  disagree  because  I  think  that  he  is  trying  to  show  the  beauty  of  the  fish  just 
swimming  under  the  water.  He  is  trying  to  say  that  a  fish  has  total  freedom  except  for 
one  thin,  his  shadow. 

LF  - 1  agree  that  a  trout  has  freedom  from  everything  but  his  shadow.  The  author 
says  this  in  the  first  stanza  when  he  says:"  It  lies  over  the  rocks.  Or  at  least  its  shadow 
does.  It  turns  to  feed.  Or  at  least  its  refraction  does."  But  I  also  think  that  he 

can't  get  out  of  the  water  so  it  isn't  total  freedom. 

EU  -  That's  a  very  interesting  point,  Louis.  But  I  believe  that  it  just  doesn't  want  to 
get  out  of  the  water. 

LF  - 1  think  that  he  doesn't  want  to  get  out  of  the  water  but  he  also  can't  do  it  very 
easily. 

EU  -  Enough  about  the  meaning;  what  do  you  think  the  author  is  trying  to  tell  us? 
LF  - 1  think  he  means  that  a  trout  is  free.  The  trout's  home,  the  water,  is  totally 
different  than  where  we  live  on  the  land. 
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EU  - 1  think  he  is  free  in  his  own  world  but  he  isn't  free  to  explore  other  worlds. 

LF  -  Trout  Eire  different  than  people.  We  can  explore  almost  any  world  with  our 
sophisticated  equipment.  Trout  are  very  simple.  What  do  you  think  the  fourth  stanza 
means:  "it  is  a  rock,  then  a  weedbed,  then  a  sunstruck  wave"? 

EU  - 1  think  it  means  that  you  can't  really  see  where  it  is  and  you  don't  know  if  you 
are  really  seeing  the  trout  or  not. 

LF  -  That's  very  intriguing  Eldon.  I  agree. 

EU  -  Now  let's  go  to  the  phones.  Call  in  and  talk  to  us  at  1-800-FISHING.  All  right; 
we  have  a  caller  from  Butte  on  line  one.  What's  on  your  mind,  caller? 

Caller  #1  -  My  name  is  Andy  Effe.  When  you  read  this  poem  it  reminded  me  of  the 
old  days  when  I  used  to  go  fishing  with  my  boys.  We  used  to  sit  down  there  for  hours 
and  watch  them  damn  fish  swim  around  in  dat  lake.  It  was  a  purty  sight.  Damn  I  miss 
those  boys. 

EU  -  That  was  very  perplexing,  sir.  Now  do  you  have  anything  to  say  about  the 
poem,  "The  Glass  Trout"? 

Caller  #1  -  Yes,  it  reminds  me  of  them  boys. 
LF  -  Whatever  happened  to  your  boys,  sir? 

Caller  #1  -  All  three  of  us  were  out  fishing  on  Niagara  Falls  and  Billy  Bob  started  to 
slip  and  Frank  Joe  grabbed  him  and  both  of  mah  boys  slipped  over.  Them  poor  boys. 
The  sad  part  is  I  never  did  catch  any  fish  that  day.  My  boys  was  my  good  luck  charm. 

EU  -  I'm  sorry  to  hear  about  your  boys,  sir.  Thank  you  for  calling  Trout  Radio. 

LF  -  Now  we  have  a  caller  on  the  line  from  Livingston.  What  do  you  think  about  this 
poem? 

Caller  #2  -  He,  I'm  Jane  Dell,  and  I  have  a  question":  What  does  the  poem  mean 
when  the  poem  says,  "Everything  is  clear  until  it  moves  and  everything  moves"? 

EU  - 1  think  it  means  that  everything  in  the  water  is  clear  until  something  moves 
and  then  everything  in  the  water  moves. 

LF  - 1  agree  with  you  in  a  way,  Eldon.  I  also  think  the  poet  meant  that  the  things 
living  in  the  water  are  all  dependent  on  each  other.  One  thing  moves  and  they  all  have 
to. 

Caller  #2  -  When  I  first  read  the  poem,  I  imagined  a  quiet  river  and  then  a  fish 
jumped  and  the  whole  river  started  to  move. 

EU  -  Thanks  for  calling  us.  We're  on  Trout  Radio  on  FISH        AM  900.  If  you  have 
an  opinion  about  this  poem  give  us  a  call  at  1-800-FISHING. 

Caller  #3  -  My  name  is  Joe  Villa.  I'm  from  Kalispell.  I'm  calling  in  because  I  think 
this  poem  is  very  realistic.  I  have  watched  trout  swim  around  in  a  river  and  this  poem 
describes  it  exactly.  Anyway,  my  question  is  why  did  the  poet  entitle  this  piece  "The 
Glass  Trout"? 

EU  - 1  think  he  called  it  "The  Glass  Trout"  because  the  trout  is  like  glass  and  you 
can't  really  see  it. 

Caller  #3  -  That's  what  I  thought,  too.  I  was  just  wondering  if  there  was  something  I 
didn't  see  in  the  poem. 

LF  -  Well,  I  guess  it  could  also  mean  that  it  is  like  seeing  the  trout  through  a  piece  of 
glass,  but  I  think  that  your  and  Eldon 's  meaning  makes  more  sense. 

Caller  #3  -  Okay,  thanks,  guys. 

EU  -  Thank  you  for  sharing  your  thoughts,  sir. 

LF  -  Okay,  I 
m  Louis  Fleming  for  Trout  Radio 

EU  -  And  I'm  Eldon  Umphrey.  Thanks  for  listening  to  Trout  Radio  on  FISH  AM  900. 
Good  morning! 
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Jackie  Jones 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 

Dawn  By  Morning  Sun 
Spring  fog  Buds  the  Bushes  tall 
The  Lake  silence  comes. 


Artwork  by 

Betty  C.  Pendle 

Flathead  H.S. 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 

Tom  Nash 

Park  City  School 
Park  City  -  Grade  2 

Here  is  a  memory  of  yellow  deserts. 

I  will  give  you  a  green  shirt  of  savannahs 

We  will  give  you  a  sky  of  red  lions. 

I  will  give  you  a  see-through  boat  of  glass. 
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Contributors 


Name  Town  Page 

BekahAdolph  St.  Ignatius  21 

Sarah  Andrews  Broadus  46 

Josh  Anspach-Hanson  Billings  50 

Chad  Armstrong  Great  Falls   61 

John  Atkinson  Billings  18 

LindseyAtwell  Great  Falls   26 

LeylaAvci  Bozeman  25 

Chantell  Azure  Helena  82 

Katie  Baltrusch  Laurel  8 

Ryan  Beck  Great  Falls   63 

Shawn  K.  Bell  Dodson  1 

Chelsea  Bissell  Bozeman   9 

Matt  Blanks  Three  Forks  78 

Mackenzie  Bloom  Stevensville  13 

John  Borske  Helena  73 

Chris  Bowden  Simms  38 

Megan  Bowers  Whitehall  41 

Shannon  Brady  Malta  24 

Danelle  Brester  Missoula  20 

Marissa  Lynn  Bronowski  Bigfork  7 

Dulcie  Bue  .'.  Reed  Point  36 

Megan  J.  Burgmuller  Hamilton  6 

Jens  Burkhardt  Billings  76 

Tanya  Burt  Helena  8 

Shanna  Butts  Bozeman  75 

Josh  Cahoon  Charlo  5 

Kelsey  Clark  Helena  72 

Brandon  Clark   Butte  24 

BenCoker  Poison  17 

Katie  Cotton  Bozeman  14 

Bobbie  Crater  Glasgow  35 

Becky  Dale  Whitehall  44 

Kathryn  Deas  Helena  72 

Josh  DeBoer  Billings  54 

Dana  Deininger  Helena  57 

Hilda  Delgado  Twin  Bridges  ....  11 

Paul  Dougherty  Kalispell  13 

Tony  Eatinger  Helena  76 

Jeremy  Edwards   Billings  45 

Emily  Elison  Clancy  18 

Tessa  Ellison  Helena  73 

Jenna  Fetters  Helena  52 

Cody  Fierro...  Kalispell  2 

Stephani  Fleming  Clinton  75 


Louis  Fleming  St.  Ignatius . 

Ashley  Foster  Bozeman  .... 

Ashley  Foster  Bozeman  .... 

Melanie  Francis  Somers  

Tessa  May  Fraser  Helena  

Josh  Freeman  Charlo  

Benjamin  Freemole  Poison  

Brandy  French  Helena  

Brian  French  Whitehall .... 


86 
77 
74 
16 
36 
10 
50 
19 
34 


Name 

Travis  Frickel  

Matt  Fry  

Collin  Gage  

Alison  Gage  

Jayce  Getz  

Teresa  Gliko  

Sara  Gomes  

Stephanie  Goodpaster  

Raina  V.  Gough  

Luree  Green   

Anne  Groninger  

Cortni  Guesanburu  

Sonya  Guffey  

Adam  Kristopher  Gunderson 

Libby  Gunter  

Thaedra  Hall  

Bria  Hanson  

Courtney  L.  Hanson  

Destry  Hanson  

Addie  Harbin  

Korey  Hayden  

JakeHertzel  

Elyn  Heyn  

Hank  Hockaday  

Jessica  Holden  

Anna  K.  Hubbard  

Daniel  Hughes  

Prudence  Hulman  

Logan  Jackson  

Misty  Jepson  

Nick  Johnson  

Jackie  Jones  

Robert  J.  Kain  

Kamey  Kapp  

Jennifer  Keebler  

Sarah  Keith  

Joel  King  

Carly  Kleinert  

Cariena  Klinger  

Katie  Knauff  

Jared  Knowles  

Karin  Knudsen  

Tara  Leigh  Koyle  

Kristin  Mari  Kradolfer  

Jessica  Kreitinger  

Kari  Kruse  

Bill  Lahr  

David  M.  Lamb  

Adrienne  E.  Lamb  

Mary  Jo  Larsen  

Matt  Laurence  

Sam  Laurens  

Brady  Lawson   


Town  Page 

Laurel  78 

Lewistown   4 

Ronan  37 

Ronan  44 

Missoula  28 

Glasgow  40 

West  Glacier  41 

Laurel  81 

Emigrant  64 

Glasgow  38 

Stevensville  9 

Harlowton  52 

Three  Forks  25 

Kalispell  6 

Butte  73 

Columbia  Falls  .  53 

Glasgow  42 

Glasgow  5 

Moore  42 

St.  Ignatius  13 

Stevensville  31 

Great  Falls   33 

Eureka  50 

Butte  82 

Billings  7 

Helena  13 

Great  Falls   44 

Worden  2 

Helena  73 

Helena  62 

Great  Falls   34 

Bozeman  88 

Charlo  45 

Cut  Bank  59 

Billings  62 

Billings  39 

Bozeman  2 

Sunburst  63 

Kalispell  74 

Helena  13 

Helena  20 

Simms  26 

St.  Ignatius  2 

Bozeman  54 

Laurel  79 

Billings  60 

Great  Falls   67 

Helena  64 

Helena  48 

Helena  65 

Three  Forks  40 

Kalispell  42 

Helena  52 
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Name  Town  Page 

Mesha  Leckie  Billings  9 

Garvin  Leintz  Sidney  52 

Scott  Lenz  Missoula  66 

Adina  Lewis  Great  Falls   21 

SheenaLiles  Terry  31 

Amber  Lippel  Great  Falls   72 

Adam  Loeffler  Bozeman   60 

Patrick  Loughlin  Charlo   32 

Keeley  Love  Columbia  Falls  .  1 1 

Jessie  Ann  Lowder  Twin  Bridges  ....  81 

DarlaLowe  Missoula  15 

Brooke  Lowman  Park  City  84 

Katharyn  Lowman  Bozeman   83 

Andrea  Luebbe  Bozeman   30 

Nick  Magnus  Plentywood  57 

Jacob  Marcinek  Great  Falls   71 

Destin  Markland  Helena  39 

Ann  Matney  Bozeman  85 

LeviMazurek  Poison  35 

Thomas  McClintock   Missoula  27 

Felicite  McDonald  St.  Ignatius  53 

Scott  McFarland  Colstrip   38 

Kim  McGuirl  Missoula  3 

Fiona  McKinnon  Kalispell  22 

Annie  McMakin  Colstrip   55 

Jhevon  McMillan  Bozeman   82 

Luke  Michaelson  Helena  20 

Dave  Middleton  Billings  55 

Mindy  Morrison  Worden  41 

Jessica  Mullette   Helena  29 

Chris  Murphy  Great  Falls   56 

Jennifer  Nalley  Darby  24 

Tom  Nash  Park  City  88 

Jacinda  Nettik  Billings  84 

Annie  Nicklay  Billings  37 

Beth  Nitzel  Harlowton  59 

Jake  Noble  Three  Forks  63 

Rebecca  Noell  Billings  14 

Kelsey  Nugent  Townsend  31 

Tim  Ondrak  Missoula  56 

Isaac  Opper  Lewistown   75 

Teal  Patten  Poison  21 

Betty  C.  Pendle  Kalispell  88 

Jenny  Pervais  Darby  78 

Jenny  Pervais  Darby  14 

Chad  Peterson  Kalispell  72 

Ashton  Phillips  Oreat  Falls   80 

Jay  Pilgrim  Bigfork  7 

Kelly  Pohl  Bozeman   71 

Dylan  Pollard  Hamilton  47 

Becky  Potts   Helena  15 

Jennifer  Preputin  Brady  46 

Jenna  Rakes  Terry  58 

Cheree  Ramsey  Bozeman   25 

Tanner  Rasmussen  Sidney  5 


Name  Town  Page 

Jennifer  Rieman  Laurel  5 

Clay  Roberts  Bozeman   33 

Rachel  Rossiter  Sheridan  cover 

Travis  Sandine  Luther  36 

JeffSattler  Cascade  58,  61 

Tamarjo  Schliep  Poison  79 

Dusty  Schuhmacher  Turner  85 

KateSchwend  Twin  Bridges  ....  24 

Keeley  M.  Scott  Helena  17 

Rankin  Seitz  Bozeman   83 

Myckel  Shaw  Kalispell  53 

Leslie  Shear  Thompson  Falls  36 

Tina  Sherwood  Hamilton  25 

Keelan  Skally  Harlowton  43 

Jessica  Smith  Butte  9 

Aaron  Speier  Helena  76 

Amanda  Stanfill  Townsend  26 

Kate  Steffanich  Billings  29 

Justin  Stein  Billings  34 

Jennalie  Stengle  Great  Falls   83 

Jaimie  Stone   Darby  27 

Brittany  Stubbs  Great  Falls   70 

Brad  J.  Sturm  Whitefish  7 

Jennifer  Suckow  Harlowton  3 

Abby  Swanson  Bozeman  80 

Bridgit  Swenson  Glasgow  58 

Chad  Taylor  Kalispell  66 

Michelle  Thex  Ashland  28 

Tina  Thomas  Clinton  12 

Shandra  Thrams  Sidney  66 

Justin  Timmons  Whitefish  44 

Sara  Todd  Bozeman  84 

Spencer  Tracy  Kalispell  10 

Lindsay  Tudor  Helena  12 

Eldon  Umphrey  St.  Ignatius  86 

KimUrick  Broadus  51 

Haley  Van  Heel  Great  Falls   51 

Wayne  Vanderburg  Ronan  28 

Aimee  Velk  Havre  1 

Devin  Vincent  Colstrip   38 

Mike  Wardinsky  Helena  43 

Ryan  Waters  Bozeman   77 

Doug  Weed  Charlo  77 

Tyler  West  Charlo  4,  65 

Shawna  Wheeler  Kalispell  69 

Robyn  Wicks  Poison  19 

Heidi  Wiedenheft  Glasgow  67 

Christina  Wilcox  Colstrip   59 

Christina  Wilkes  Great  Falls   84 

Jamie  Wolf  Bozeman   78 

Kimberly  Wood  Hamilton   47 

Barbara  Ann  Woods  Columbia  Falls  .  32 

Skyler  Ybarra  Billings  77 

Alice  Yim  Park  City  75 

Holly  Zaiko  Bozeman   70 
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1997  INFORMATION  SHEET 


The  Concept 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY  seeks  to  nurture  a  community  of  young  Montana  artists  K-12  and 
provide  them  with  opportunities  to  both  strengthen  and  share  their  talents  in  art  and  writing.  The 
magazine  also  provides  a  tool  for  teachers  that  can  be  used  in  the  classroom,  emphasizing  the  importance 
of  arts  in  the  curriculum  and  lives  of  our  youth. 

The  Project 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY,  The  Montana  Student  Literary/Art  Magazine,  has  been  published 
since  1991  by  three  educator  groups  (AGATE,  MATELA,  and  MAEA).  In  1993,  the  Montana  Arts  Council 
added  writings  from  their  Artists-in-School/Communities  program.  It  is  published  annually  in  the  spring 
and  is  now  available  on  a  subscription  basis  to  districts  and  individuals  at  $5  a  copy,  20  for  $75  or  30  for 
$90. 

The  Organization 

Montana  Association  of  Gifted  and  Talented  Education  (AGATE),  Montana  Association  of  Teachers 
of  English  and  Language  Arts  (MATELA),  Montana  Art  Education  Association  (MAEA),  and  The  Montana 
Arts  Council  (Artists-in-Schools/Communities)  join  in  this  effort  with  grants  having  come  from  the 
Montana  Committee  for  the  Humanities,  the  Montana  Arts  Council,  Montana  Power,  Art  Ortenberg 
Foundation  (Liz  Claiborne),  Montana  Magazine,  Great  Falls  Reading  Council,  and  Art  Craft  Printers  of 
Billings. Volunteer  educators,  students,  and  professionals  in  seven  areas  of  the  state  meet  to  evaluate  and 
select  the  submissions. 


Submission  of  Work 

We  wish  to  encourage  children  to  strive  for  a  product  that  is  good  enough  for  publication,  which 
takes  effort,  discipline  and  care.  We  encourage  teachers  to  work  with  their  students  in  this  effort.  ^A 
declaration  of  originality  must  be  signed  by  the  student  writer/artist.  Written  work  should  be  typed;  short 
stories  limited  to  3  typed  pages.  Artwork  must  be  black  and  white,  clean  copy,  8  1/2  x  11.  Reduction 
should  be  made  before  sending  to  the  committee.  Copies  are  acceptable.  All  materials  (EACH  PAGE) 
must  be  labeled  with  the  artist/author/s  name,  school,  school  street  address,  town  and  zip, 
teacher's  full  name,  and  the  artist/author's  grade  level.  If  you  wish  material  returned,  include  a 
SASE.  The  committees  will  try  to  write  a  note  of  encouragement/suggestion  on  those  who  wish  returns. 


Submit  work  to  the  person  nearest  your  area  before  Feb.  1,  1997 

AREA: 

Billings:  (Lit)  Pat  Torney  980  Blonco  Circle  Billings,  MT  59105 

(Art)  Kate  Morris  115  Ave.  B  Billings,  MT  59101 

Bozeman:  (Lit)  Jean  Britzmann  —  P.O.  Box  881  Manhattan,  MT  59741 

(Art)  Sally  Schendel  Twin  Bridges  Elem  Drawer  AC  Twin  Bridges,  MT  59754 

Glasgow:  (Lit)  Sam  Kitzenberg  Glasgow  H.S.  Box  28  Glasgow,  MT  59230 

(Art)  Gisela  Schneider  —  Box  246  Colstrip,  MT  59323 

Great  Falls:  (Lit)  Randi  Graves  136  Skyline  Dr.  NE  Great  Falls,  MT  59404 

(Art)  Terry  Thall  G.F.  Schools  PO  Box  2429  Great  Falls,  MT  59403 

Helena:  (Lit)  Dale  Waniata  1015  Missoula  Ave.  Helena,  MT  59601 

(Art)  Gail  Graham  7  David  Court  Helena,  MT  59601 

Missoula:  (Lit)  Lorilee  Evans  Big  Sky  H.S.,3100  South  Ave  W—  Missoula,  MT  59801 

(Art)  Lavonne  Burgard  -  669  First  Ave  East  North  Kalispell,  MT  59901 

Poison:  (Lit)  Sarah  Reeve  2563  Allison  Rd.  St.  Ignatius,  MT  59865 

(Art)  Jim  Nesladek  1 1 1  4th  Ave.  E  Poison,  MT  59860 


Other  Questions:  Jan  Hahn  •  MT  OPI  Box  202501  •  Helena,  MT  59620  •  444-3714 
Shirley  M.  Olson  •  928  4th  Ave  •  Laurel,  MT  59044  •  628-7063 
Fran  Morrow  •  MT  Arts  Council  •  316  N  Park,  252  •  Helena,  MT  59620  •  444-6430 
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